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Younu WIid West and "Cold Dust Bill"
OR, THE MAN WITH THE YELLOW STREAK
BY AN OLD SCOUT

CHAPTER 1.-"Gold Dust Bill's" Demand.
Late one warm afternoon in the month of August, a few years ago, when the vast region called
the "Wild West" was really wild, Young Wild
West and his friends arrived at a point on the
mountain-side that overlooked the little mining
ca p called Gold Bug Flat, which was situated in
tne northweste1·n part of New Mexico. The dashing boy hero, who was generally known as the
Champion Deadshot of the West, was simply making one of his famous horseback trips, his object
being solely to look up anything in the way of excitement. The chances are that the party would
not have come to a halt just when they saw the
mining camp less than a quarter of a mile below
them, if it had not been that they found that
there was another party there, in the act of going into camp. Three men, two women and a
little child made up the latter party, and their belongings seemed to be a big covered wagon of the
prairie-schooner type, four mules, three saddle
horses, a mongrel dog and the necessary camping
outfit. Young Wild West brought his sorrel stallion, Spitfire, to a halt within a few yards of the
camp. The strangers were eyeing the young
deadshot and his companions in a way that told
J;»Q,inly they were not sure that they were not
enemies.
"How are you, strangers?" Wild called out
speaking in the cool and easy way that had helped
make him famous. "Thought you would stop
here for the night instead of going on down the
hill to the mining camp, eh?"
.
"That's right, young fellow, the elder of the
three men answered quickly. "We found that we
had to stop here, whether we wanted to or not,
unless we was willin' to hand over .fifty dollars."
"What's that?" and the boy leaned over as if
he had not quite caught what the man said. "Had
to stay here or else pay fifty dollars?"
"That's jest what I said, _young feller. Four
men stopped us when we got nigh about half way
down to the Flat. an' one of 'em, who said his
name was Gold Dust Bill. told us that it was the
rules of Gold Bug Flat that every stranger what
came there had to plank down ten dollars. He
allowed that he would make it fifty for our party,
not countin' the little kid, which is my brother
Dave's."

"And you didn't see fit to pay the fifty dollars,
eh?"
\
"No. We couldn't see it that way, so after we
found it was no use, we jest turned an' come back
up the hill an' made up our minds to stop. here
over night. Jest what we're goin' to do in the
mornin' we ain't made up our minds yet. Are
you goin' down to that there camp?"
"I reckon so," and the young deadshot smiled.
"Then you'll be willin' to pay ten dollars a head
for the privilege, eh?"
"Oh, no. We never pay for the privilege of
entering a mininir camp, or any other place. That
is not our way of doing business, you know."
"There will be trouble, then," and the speaker
shook his head and glanced at his companions,
wpo were listening intently to all that was being
said. "This feller what calls himself Gold Dust
Bill is a regular terror, so those with him told us.
He claims to m~ke the laws that runs Gold Bug
Flat."
"He does, eh? I reckon we have met such fellows before. That's all right. If you want to
go on down to the mining camp 1 I reckon you can
do so before it gets dark."
·
"The bov sorter seems to know what he's talkin'
about, Sam," one of the other two men spoke up.
"I wonder who he is?"
"I don't mind telling you who I am," the young
deadshot answered, as he dismounted. ''I'm
Young Wild West."
"Dad," the third man of the strangers spoke
up quickly, while his face became illumined, "I've
heard tell of Young- Wild West. He's the Champion Deadshot of the West. But I did allow that
he was much older than he 'pears to be."
"I hope to live to be much older than I am
now," Wild remarked, in his cool and easy way.
"Now then, just tell me all about this little affair
of yours. But first probably we had better introduce ourselves."
The boy then quickly made the strangers acquainted with his companions, who were Arietta
Murdock, his golden-haired sweetheart; Cheyenne
Charlie, the scout, and his wife Anna; Jim Dart
and Eloise Gardner, his sweetheart, and two
Chinamen who were brothers named Hop Wah
~nd Wing Wah, who were employed as servants
for the party. The elder man of the three gave
his name as Sam Grinder, and introduced the ·one
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next to him as Dave. his brother, while the young high, "if you intend to go down there we may as
man was his son Jack. The two women were well go at once."
Mary, his wife, and Sallie, the wife of Dave, the
"That's right, Et," the young deadshot an- r
baby belonging to the latter couple. They stated swered smilingly. "We'll go right down now, and
that they had come all the way from Kansas, we'll see what will happen. If Gold Dust Biff
after having sold out a big piece of property to tries to exact a toll from us he'll make one of the
an oil company, and hoped to make themselves biggest mistakes of his life."
rich by digging for gold.
"Say," spoke up Sam Grinder, as he · ran UJI
"Of course we've all got a little money, but we 'close
the boy, "if you do happen_ to git down
didn't see the use of payin' for the privilege of there towithout
payin' anything, jest look fer a
gittin' into a minin' camp. This is somethin' I feller named Pete
Kane. He's a cousin of ours,
never heard tell of afore," Sam Grinder declared, an' it's partly throu~h
that we come here. We
shaking his head and glancing downward at the did allow that he mighthim
up here afore very
shanties and tents, which could plainly be seen long an' advise us whatcome
was the best thing te
from where they had chosen to locate their camp do.''
for the night.
"Pete Kane, you say?"
.
"I've heard tell of such things before," Young
"Yes. that's his name. We ain't seen him in
Wild West answered laughingly. "We have had about
eight years, but we got a letter from him
the same thing happen to us quite a few times.
months ago, so most likely he's here yet."
But f don't mind telling you that we never yet three
"All right, 1'11 remember that name. I'll look
paid anything for the privilege of going to any him
up
soon as we get down there. I reckon
place. Now then, tell me more about Gold Dust you'll allascome
down the hill if you want to, be·
Bill. What -sort of a looking fellow is he?"
it gets dark."
'He's big an' husky an' is dressed in buckskin fore
"It wouldn't be a b~d idea, though of course
breeches an' a faded yaller silk shirt. Wears a we're
putty used to sleepin' out nights. The wobelt that looks as if it's got a gold buckle on it, . men, of
course, stay in the wagon, while the rest
while it's trimmed putty much with specks of of us bunk
under it. or anywhere at all. But
gold, too. He's got about a month's growth of most likely inPete
Kane has got somethin' fixed
beard on his face, an' looks ugly enough to eat a up in the way of accommodations,
'cause I wrote
man. He told us he could shoot quicker than him that we was comin'."
chained lightnin', an' jest as straight as a bullet
"All right, Sam Grinder. We'll try and fix this
could go when a gun w~s he~d to the mark. . He
up without having any bloodshed over it.
wasn't abusive or anythmg ·hke that, but he Jest thing
You stay up here and watch what takes place
told us right flat that we couldn't git into Gold below.
You will be ab:k! to see about everything
Bug Flat unless we paid the fifty dollars. Them
happens there, I reeken."
what was with him tried to explain to us that it that
"Yes, I s'pose it's nigh on to a quarter of a
was the way, an' the best thing we could do was mile
down there. but it looks much closer. But
to give up the money."
look out, Young Wild West. Don't git that ter"I am glad you didn't pay the fifty dollars, Mr. ror mad, or he might put a bullet through you
- Grinder."
.
afore you know it."
"Sam Grinder is my name. Leave the mister
This caused Young Wild West and his friends
off young feller. You kin call me Sam, an' my to laugh, and when the two women in the party
br~ther Dave an' my son Jack. That will be the noticed this they showed much surprise.
easiest way, I reckon."
"Misler Wild allee samee fixee Gold Dust Bill
"Very well, Sam. I repeat that I am glad you velly muchee quickee, so be," one of the Chinadidn't pay the fifty dollars. This is something men spoke up, as he smiled blandly at the travthat just suits us, eh, boys?"
elers. "He shootee velly muchee quickee. Me
As· the young deadshot asked the question he shootee, too, so be. Me gottee plenty fireclackers
turned to his two partners, who promptly nod- and fireworks. Me allee samee velly smartee
ded showing that they certainly were well satis- Chinee."
fied' at what they had listened to.
"Sh.et up, heathen!" Cheyenne Charlie cried
"I reckon Wild will mighty soon fix Gold Dust out sharply. "Don't go to braggin' about yourself
Bill" Cheyenne Charlie remarked.
"Sounds jest as soon as you meet strangers. I know that
putty good; too. He says he's so much on ~he you're a mighty smart heathen, an' so does a lot
shoot eh? Well. I reckon when the Champion of others. Jest 'cause you're a sleight-of-hand
Dead;hot of ·the West hits up agin him he'll find feller an' kin play all kinds of trifkS an' do things
out that he don't know nothin' about the game.'l
what nobody else can't do, don't mean that you
"Never mind, Charlie," the young dead~hot oughter blow about it aforehand. Wait a little ·
spoke up . smilingly. "Don't do a~y poastmg. while an' most likely these people will find out
While no doubt we all feel that this big fellow how smart you are."
who calls himself Gold Dust Bill is more of a
'.' Allee light, Misler Charlie. Me no say somebluffer than anything else, we don't know f~r thling more, so be. Me velly smartee Chinee.''
sure. He may be a genuine terror, and there is
The scout was about to remonstrate with him
such a thing possible that he might outshoot me again when Young Wild West raised his hand.
with hardly any trouble at all.''
"Never mind, Charlie. .This is no time for a ·
"Huh!" and "the scout shrugged his shoulders foolish argument. We are going down into Gold
and laughed as if he thought it entirely out of ~he Bug Flat, and it is more than likely that y,,e will
question that anyone could outshoot Young Wild · be halted before we get there. Just keep your
eyes open. There is no need of me saying any- ·
West.
. ·
· ·
"Wild," the young deadshot's sweetheart. called · thing furtlier _,,.
out, as she looked over her shoulder at the de·Then the boy turn~d. to- those -in- camp and
clining sun, which was only about two hour1;1 added:
j:
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"You people just take it easy, and wa tch what
haP.pens down there. If I find Pete Kane I'll send
him up here after you, and then you can all come
down and have the full liberty of the mining
camp."
The boy mounted his sorrel stallion, an& then
rode over to his waiting sweetheart, who was
mounted upon her cream-white brancho, Snowflake.
•-' "Come on, little girl," he said smilingly. "We'll
take the lead as usual."
There was a waving of hands then by both
parties, and Young- Wild West and Arietta started to ride down the rather croo ed d•scent.
Cheyenne Charlie and his wife followed, and then
came Jim and Eloise. the two Chinamen bringing
up the rear and leading the two pack-ho1·ses that
carried their supplies and camping outfit. The
trail was one that could be easily traveled by a
'\vagon, though it wound in a circular form downward. When our friends were just about half
way to the Flat below. four men, who seemed to
be ordinary miners, suddenly came out of a
shanty, which was undoubtedly a saloon, and
started on a run to meet them. Young Wild West
did not stop. The fact was he did not seem to be
paying- any attention to those who were so hastily
approaching. With their horses at a walk they
alJ continued downward, and they were nearly at
£be foot of ·the descent. when the four men came
up, breathing hard from their exertions.
"Hold on, there!" one of them called out.
Young Wild West knew fr-om the description
Sam Grinder had given him that it was Gold Dust
.
Bill.
"Hello, Bill," the boy said smilingly. "What's
the trouble?"
"Know me, eh?" the big fellow answered, looking somewhat surprised.
"I never saw you before, but I know you are
Gold Dust Bill. the terror. Now then, what do
you want?"
"How many is there in your crowd?" one of the
others asked. as he rode his horse around them
and began counting.
"Just eight, if you want to-count the two Chinamen," ,the young deadshot answered, still smiling
as 'if it was all a ioke.
'That's 1·ight. Bill," the man said suddenly.
"Eight of 'em. Eighty dollars."
"All right, Tucker. I'll collect it in a jiffy."
Then he turned to Wild, and smiling in a sinister sort of way, added:
"See here, kid, you seem to be doin' all the talkin' here, so I take it that you're the one l'm to
talk to."
"You have got that about right, I reckon. Go
ahead and talk." •
"I ain't goin' to do much talkin'. But what I
want is eighty dollars from this here crowd, or
you can't go any further down the hill."
"What do you want eighty dollars for?" and
the young deadshot appeared surprised.
"Thats' the rule here in Gold Bul? Flat. It
costs every strani?er what comes here ten dollars,
or else they've got to go back up the mountain."
"That's funny, eh, boys?" and the young deadspot turned and looked at his partners.
1· "Mighty funny, I 1·eckon," Cheyenne Chru:lie
retorted, while Jim only smiled.
"There ain't nothin' funny about it!" Gold Dust
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Bill exclaimed harshly. "Fork over eighty dollars, one of you, or else go back."
"This is a sort of outrage," Wild said acting
as if he was undecided as to what to do. '
"No Qutrage about it. It's the rule, I told you.
Now th'en, are you goin' to pay the money or
not?"
"I reckon not, Gold Dust Bill. Now you just
get out of the way or you'll get filled with lead .•
You hea what I say!"
As the boy said this he pulled a revolver. It
was done so quickly, that it made the four men
jump back as if alarmed. But Gold Dust Bill
quickly recovered.
"Say," he said, as if he did not fear the revolver
on bit, "you take my advice and put that gun
away. I reckon you don't know who you're
f oolin' with. I'm a man what's willin' to do anything that's half way right. But I don't stand no
nonsense. I've said that you have got to pay
ten dollars apiece or else go back up the mountain. Now then, I'm givin' you jest five minutes
to make up your minds, what you're goin' to do."
"You heard what I said, didn't you?" came
from the young deadshot, while a dangerous
g·litter shone in his eyes for a second.
· "I've heard others talk like that, kid. Now
you jest put that gun away."
Crack! Wild's revolv,er barked and Gold Dust
Bill clapped both hands' to his head. The bullet
had passed through the crown of his hat close
enough to his scalp to remove a lock of hair
and ·Jet him feel a stinging sensation.
"Go for '.em boys!" he cried, now showing as
much fear and amazement as might be ~ xpected.
"He fired at me."
The bad man's three companions quickly leaped behind some rocks, and then it looked as if
there was going to be a scrimmage.

CHAPTER 11.-Gold Dust Bill Challenges the
Scout.
"Gold Dust Bill," said Young Wild West, his
eyes flashing dangerously, "if one of your gang
fires a shot, you'll drop dead in a hurry."
The muzzle of the deadly revolver in the hand
of the young deadshot was pointed directly at the
bad man's b1·east.
"Hold on," the latter said, excitedly. "Thel'e
ain't nothin' of the coward in me, an' never was,
an' I reckon there never will be. But I ain't fool
enough to stand right here an' be.: shot down
like a dog. Boys, don't shoot."
"That sounds pretty good," our h.ero said, in
his cool and easy way. "I give you credit for
that. Mr. Terror."
"He's got a yaller streak, Wild," Cheyenne
Charlie called out. "If he didn't have one he
would let 'em ,ro ahead an' .shoot.''
- "Yaller streak, eh?" cried Bill, angrily. "I'll
give you a. chance to prove that, stranger. But
not j -'lst now."
-"Huh!" and the scout -·lauJ;"hed scornfully.
"You're showin' it wJ;i.en you talk that way. But
it's all tight. Whenever you're ready to let me
pr.ove that you have got a yal!er streak I'll be
rig-ht on hand, an' don't forgit it."
The three men who had so hastily so.w.ht protection behind the rocks now I appeared~ They

-
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were somewhat crestfallen, and plainly not exactly at their ease. None of them had a weapon
in his hand, anit as they stepped toward their
leader the young deadshot nodded his head and
smiled.
"You fellows don't amount to a great deal, I
can see that," he xemarked. "You wanted to
make targ.ets of us while you were hidden be.hind the rocks, didn't you? That's all right.
We'll keep an eye on you while we remain in
.
this vicinity."
Jim Dart had not said a word. He sat in the
saddle but a few feet from Wild and Charlie.
The girls had halted right behind him, while the
two Chinamen were waiting well in the rear,
neither of them appearing to be· much concerned,
though quite interested in what was going on.
"To get back to business, Gold Dust Bill,"
Wild said, as he lowered his revolver and nodded
to the Terror; "you d.emanded ten dollars apiece
from us as the price of admission to Gold Bµg
Flat. Now then, have you changed your mind
about it?"
"You have got the best of it now, kid, so
what's the use of me sayin' anything more?"
"No use whatever. But it would suit me
much better if you wer.e to give us permission.
to enter the camp free of char~e. Ther.e is another thing, too. The people up there who were
refused admission because they would not pay
the price you wanted must come in free, too.
Now then, I'll give you two minutes to make
up your mind what you are going to do about it."
"There ain't. no use of me sayin' anything
more abo1nt it, kid."
"Meaning by that, I presume, that it's all right
for us to go on down."
"I ain't said so, have I? But look here, kid,
who are you, anyhow?"
"You never saw me before, did you?"
"Not that I knows of."
"All right, then, I'll tell you who I am. My
name is Young Wild West, a1ld these two fellows
right here with me are my partners, Cheyenne
Charlie and Jim Dart. We have a way of taking
care of ourselves pretty well and handling tough
customers like you appear to be. Now then, I
have told you who I am so probably you will go
about your business."
The expression of the bad man's face had
changed two or thr.ee times while the boy was
talking. It was the same with his three companions. They appeared more uneasy than ever,
and talked in whispers.
"Bill," Wild went on, the smile on his face
broadening somewhat, "a man at the top of the
hill told me he had a cousin somewhere in the
camp. His name is Pete Kane. Do you happen
to know whether he is around or not?"
· "Pete Kane, eh?" one of the others spoke up.
"Why didn't they say somethin' about him afore?
[f we had been told that Pete Kane was a relation
of 'em there wouldn't have been no trouble."
"Ah! it's too bad they didn't think of it," and
the young deadshot laughed lightly. "Then it .
ts all right for them to come on down, is it?"
"Sartin it is;" came from Gold Dust Bill.
"And it's all right for us to do the same?" ·
"You know what I said a little while ago.
What's the use of sayin' anything more about

that part of it? You have got the best of uJ
for the time bein', so let it go at that!'
"All :right, Gold Dust Bill. Now then, you just
trot on down the hill. I am going to take a .shot
at your heels, maybe, so look out."
One, of the men turned instantly and ran down
tlie hill at top speed. The others hesitated, but
when they saw Cheyenne Charlie raise his rifle
to his ·shoulder they turned and followed, Gold
Dust Bill bringing up the rear.
Crang! The scout's rifle cracked and the
bullet hit the ground very close to the flying
feet of the man who had started so suddenly.
He gav.e a jump into the air, and then went
still faster, and just as he was nearing the foot
of the descent he stumbled and went rolling the
·
rest of the distance upon the ground.
TJ1e others quickly overtook him, but did not
stop to find out whether he was hurt or not.
They continued straight on until they reached a
group of men who had assembled before the
shanty saloon.
"I reckon that will do, boys," the young deadshot said, laughingly, as he turned to his partners. "Charlie, that shot of yours was quite
enough to take the starch out of the whole
bunch. Jim, suppose you ride back and tell Sam
Grinder that it is all rig-ht for them to come
on down, aod that Pete Kane is in the mining
"'
camp."
Jim gave a nod and promptly turned his horse
up the trail. The rest waited for him to come
back, and when he informed them that the
Grinder family were coming right away, he
nodded to his companions and said:
"Now. then, come on. We'll ride on down and
see what happens next."
Two by two the riders set -out for the bottom
of the hill. As they reached it a miner came
running swiftly to meet them.
"Hello!" he called out, as Wild reined in his
horse. "Is it right that my relations is up
there?"
"Are you Pete Kane?" Wild asked.
·
"Yes, that's me.''
"All right, then. The Grinders are up there,
but they're coming right away. You can go up
if you like, though."
"I reckon I'll go on up. I've been expectic:
'em for about a week or more. Much obliged
for what you done. I seen some of what hapSorter took the
pened up here, you know.
. starch out of Gold Dust Bill, didn't you?"
"A little that way, I suppose." ,
"He says you're Young- Wild West."
"He told the truth. That is my name, Pete."
"I've heard about you, an' so has almost
every one in Gold Bug Flat. I reckon about
nine-tenths of 'em will be mighty glad you have
come here."
"And the other tenth won't like it much, eh?"
"No, that's a fact. There's a few bad ones
here, you know. Gold Dust Hill, for instance.
He's a genuine terror, an' he kin shoot quicker
than chained lightnin'."
"That may be true, but he didn't show us any.:
thin!{ about it so far."
"But he will if he gits the chance afore you
git through with him. Take my advice an' keeij ,
an eye on him, Young Wild West. He's a :fiell~
what ain't to be sneezed at, though I ain't go~
one bit of likin' for him."
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"All right, Pete. Go on up a nd meet your
"I understand that. But say, _..,.Gold Dust Bill
relatives. .We'll ride over to the bunch of men said it was the rule here that every stranger
over there and get acquainted."
· who came to Gold Bug Flat, as you call this
Kane gave a nod and hurried on up the rather place, must pay ten dollars as a sort of toll.
steep ascent, while our friends rode their horses How about that?"
at a walk toward the small crowd that had as"That's the rule that Bill makes sometimes.
sembled in front of the shanty saloon. There He don't do it always; it's only when he ain't
were not a great many buildings in the mining got a lot of money in his clothes. When he's
camp. Most of them had been put together hur- low down an' strangers happen to come he
riedly and were anything but pleasing to look makes 'em fork over ten apiece: I s'pose you
at as far as architectur e went. But by the kin say it's the ru1e of the camp, 'cause· nobody
looks of things there was lots going on there, here has ever kicked agin it. Maybe that's
and the camp was fairly prosperous.
·'cause they didn't have to pay when they come."
A good-sized store was located not far from
"Probably that's the cause. But it's all .right.
the saloon, arid the display of goods that were W..e didn't pay, so I suppose there is no need of
for sale made it look business-like. There was saying anything more about it. How about Pete
a dance hall and a barber shop there, too, if Kane7"
signs went for anything, though the dance hall
"Pete's all right," came from four or five at
certainly did not look to be a very large affair. once.
At the further end of the collection of ~hanties
"Some of his relatives are at the top of the
was quite a big structure that was built of rough ris..e back there. He's gone to mee\
them."
lioards. There was a smoke-stack running up
"Gold Dust Bill said somethin' about that, an'
about thirty feet in the air, and from this a . that's why Pete
lit out so quick."
cloud of black smoke was rising.
"All right, my friend. You seem to be a
The clanking of machinery could be heard, too,
so it was evident that a mine was being operated. pretty fair sort of fellow. Probably you ought
The arrival of Young Wild West and his friends to be the head man here. What is your name?"
"Bill Moore is my name:. But I don't want to
seemed to be a signal to bring out all the inhabitants who were not at work. Quite a few wo- be no leader. I'm satisfied to let things go as
men and children appeared, and they came for- they are. I've got a good job ovei- at the Bullion
~d, staring at the newcomers as if they re- Mine. I'm the superintendent there, an' I own a
garded them as something out of the ordinary. tenth interest in the mine. That makes me busy
But this was no doubt due to the fact that it enough to look after things. I jest quit workin'
had quickly spread through the little pl;i.ce that half an hour ago, an' Let off most of the men
Gold Dust Bill had been subdued by the strangers. you see here, 'cause they started to work a little
"Well, gentlemen, how are you all?" Young early this mornin', an' I don't believe in overWild West called out, in his cool and easy way, workin' nobody. A day's work is a day's work,
as he brought Spitfire to a halt right close to an' that's the way I run things."
"You would be a pr..etty good man to be leader
the crowd.
,
"Hooray for Young Wild West!" a man shout- in this place, just the same/' and Wild shook
his head as lf he. was going to insist he should
ed from the door of the saloon.
He waved his h at vig orously, too, and ran accept the position.
By the look s of those standing about he could
forward as if he wanted to shake hands with
the boy. ' He had sca rcely started t o cheer when tell that Bill M?ore .was somethipg of a favorite,
others joined in, .and the r esult was that our and when he said the last words he was convinced
fri ends were given what might be called a really of it, for a number of them rushed to Moore and
rousing welcome. Gold Dust Bill and his three began urging him to accept the leadership of the
companions were nowhere to be seen, but Wild had inhabitants of the camp. But the superintendent
taken particular notice that t hey went inside the of the Bullion Mine shrugged his shoulders and
shook his head.
·
saloon immediat ely upon reaching it.
Who is t he head man her e?" Wild askecj, as
"I've got enough to attend to as it is," he
he flashed a glance at the faces befor e him when declared. "Another thing, what's the u se of
the cheering subsided.
startin' trouble? Gold Dust Bill is runnin' things
There was no r eply to this, and when the young he1·e, an' even if more than half of the men w6uld
deadshot noticed that nearly ever man looked at go agin him, he wouldn't be satisfied. No, I
somebody else, he laughed lightlr, and added:
don't want to be your leader, boys. I'm all right
"That's all right. I suppose 1t must be Gold as your boss over at the plant. But that's as far
as it kin go.'J
Dust Bill."
"He sorter runs things," one of them v..entured.
At this juncture a man suddenly stepped from
"He does, eh ? Makes the laws here, too, I the saloon. It was Gold Dust Bill. He was apsuppose."
parently as cool as an iceberg, and walking
"Young Wild W est," observed the man who straight up to Moore, he said:
had started the cheering, as he came up close
"I've heard all the talk what's been goin' on
to the boy, "I reckon there ain't much in the way here, Bill, an' I want you to know that I'm satisof laws in this here Flat. It's a case of every- fied lf the boys want you to be boss of Gold Bug
body for himself. But it happens that there's a Flat. The best way to s..ettle this thinPi is to
-}t'ltty good lot of people here, so we manage to put it to a vote. We kin hold an election to;keep things goin' half way decent. Now an' then morrow, ol'" the day after, or any time you like.
there's a shootin' an' a burial. But of course, It sorter seems as U everybody was satisfi..ed to
that's to be expected. A m'1n is bound to go let me · run things jest as long as I was doin' it
over the limit sometimes, an' when he does he's · in. the right way. I don't know as I've ever
mighty apt to git a bullet in hls carcass."
done anything wrong since I've been here. May-
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be I've popped over a galoot or two when they
needed plantin'. But that's all in a lifetime. I
spend my money like water when I've got it, an'
when I ain't got it I make it my business to go
ahead an' git it. I've got a claim out there
what's worth about as much as any claim in the
blamed place, an' all I've got to do is to work a
little an' I kin git the shekels to keep the old
wheel turnin'·. Don't you think for a minute
that I'm cavin' in or anythin' like that. I don't
care for Young Wild West, even if he did bring
me up by the round turn a little while ago, One
of his pards allowed that I had a yaller streak, '
an' I'm goin' to show him afore he goes away
from here that I ain't. I ain't sayin' this to start
a fight or anything like that, but if one starts
I'll be ready to shoot without havin' to -git a
written notice to do it."
The bad man's way had become somewhat
bluffing now, and when Cheyenne Charlie laughed
heartily he turned angrily to him and exclaimed:
"Huh! Lookin' for it, are you? All right. Git
down off that horse an' we'll set right out he1·e
an' settle it."
"I'm your huckleberry, you sneak.in' coyote!"
the scout answered, and as quick as a flash he
landed upon the ground and had drawn his everready revolver.

CHAPTER III.-Hop Wah Plays a Little, Joke.
Always cool and equal to lamost any soft of an
emergency, Young Wild West thought quickly
when he saw that it was almost certain that
Cheyenne Charlie and Gold Dust Bill were going
to fight a duel. But he decided not to permit
the duel to take place just then, and decided
quickly.
"See here," he said, as he quickly dismounted
and ran between the two men, "I reckon this is
uncalled for. Gold Dust Bill, I am not at all
afraid that my .nartner will get the worst of it.
But I don't want to see you shot so soon.
Cheyenne Charlie has accused you of . having a
yellow streak. He may be right, but certainly
you haven't showed it yet. However, that don't
mean that you will not later on, so don't think
for a moment that I am going to disagree with
what my partner says."
"You're goin' to take part in the game, too, eh,
Young W.ild West?" the Terror asked sneer- .
ingly.
"No, don't think that. But I would just as
leave have you put this duel off until a li~le
later. You have challenged Cheyenne Charlie to
step out and shoot it out, and he has accepted the
challenge. That means that one or both of you
may go down. I know enough of what Cheyenne
Charlie can do, and I've heard that you're mighty
quick with a gun and can shoot pretty straight,
too. It might be nip and tuck between you. But
certainly there could hl:l,rdly be more than one of
you to live after the fight was over."
"I don't care nothin' about that, Young Wild
West. You jest keep out of it an' I'll settle it
with your pard mighty quick."
"Let us fight it out, Wild!" the scout exclaimed, almost pleadingly.
"Come on, you
sneakin' coyote!"
•
Then he quickly broke through the crowd,

which had scattered somewhat, and ran to . the
middle of the street. The face of Gold Dust Bill
paled somewhat, and he stood there hesitating for
a moment. Then he turned as if to follow the
scout, taking hold of the butt of one of the revolvers he carried at his belt.
"Come on, you with the yaller streak!" Charlie
shouted, brandishing his revolver. "I don't know
how quick you kin shoot. Jest come out so I kin
git a shot at you without runnin' the risk of hittin' anyone in the c1·owd, an' I'll mighty soon fix
you."
Gold Dust Bill's lips began to quiver, and his
eyes opened and shut rapidly. His face was
growing paler, too, and after giving a cough he
dropped his gun back into the holste1· and started
like a whipped dog for the saloon.
"Ha, ha, ha!" roared the scout. "I knowed it.
You have got a yaller streak. Oh, you sneakin'
coyote! I'll make you dance the tenderfoot jig
afore I leave this blamed old camp,..see if I don't.
Whoopee, whoopee! Wow, wow, wow!"
Some of the men joined the scout in shouting
while others looked at the cowardly Terror in
surprise.
"By jingo!" exclaimed Bill Moore, turning to
our hero. "I never would have thought it. Your
pard was right when he said Gold Dust Bill had
a yaller streak. But that's the first time I've ever
seen him sho\\t it."
.
The scout now came swaggering to the crowd"
with the air of a conqueror.
"I knowed it," he said, turning to .the girls, who
had not dismounted. "I wasn't one bit afraid of
the sneakin' coyote tryin' to take a shot at me.
If ever a galoot had what they call a yaller
streak, he's got one, an' it runs from the top of
his hea,d clean down ,his back."
"Charlie," Anna said, in a voice that trembled
slightly, "you ought to be very thankful that such
is the case. Suppose that man had come out
there and you had both started shooting? You
might have been killed."
"That's all right, gal. I've always knowed ever
since I knowed anything that a feller can't die but
once."
"I wish you would be qiuet now and not have
anything more to say. The man has shown that
he is afraid of you, so that ought to settle it."
"All right, gal. I won't say a thing more. I' .
more than satisfied. Whoopee, whoopee! Wow,
wow,wow!"
Then he waved his hat and danced about. Jim
Dart happened to look the way they had come
just then, and when he saw the Grinder family
coming down the slope he quickly called the attention of the others. Pete Kane was walking beside Sam Grinder, who was riding ahead, and the
two seemed to be overjoyed at havin~· met. As
they neared the spot where the crowd. which had
become much larger, had gathered, two or three
of the miners waved their hats and l>roke into a
cheer. This was a signal for a general cheering,
and our friends joined in.
"Boys," Pete Kane shouted, when he was able
to make himself heard, "these is my relatives _
what's come all the way from Kansas to se.tle
here in Gold Bug Flat. I hope you'll all like
'em, 'cause I will say that the Grinders is a
mighty good family, an' they're all good-natured,
an' wouldn't hurt a hair in nobody's head, though
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they're born fighters jest the same, if it comes to
that."
The two women in the party turned red and
were somewhat confused as the introduction was
made. But they were quickly taken care of by
half a dozen women ·living at the mining cam.p,
and the girl joining them, there was a lively conversation 'for the next five minutes , and surely
the strangers ought to have f elt that they were
welcome there. Sam Grinder talked in whispers
_ with Pete Kane for a minute or two, and then
both men came over to where our hero was standing near his horse.
"Say, Young Wild West," Kane said, in a very
friendly way, "it ain't likely you're goin' to stop
here at the saloon, 'cause they ain't got room
enough in there for four of you, much less your
whole party. I've got things fixed up for my
relations, but I reckon there's a nice spot right
close by the brook over on my claim where you
kin put up your tents an' stop as long as you
want to stay in the Flat. I'm g-ivin' you the invitation, an' you kin bet that it's comin' from the
lleart."
"Thank you, 'Pete," the young deadshot answered smilingly. "I reckon we'll accept the invitation. I was just thinking of looking about for
a suitable camping place. Where did ' you say
your claim is?"
"Right over there on the level ground you see
..with them trees growin' up behind. There's lot,;
of rocks over .there, but that don't matter. I
reckon there's plenty of grass for your horses.
You can't see the brook from here, 'cause the
rocks hides it. But there's the place I'd advise
you to go, 'cause I happen to k_now that the nea:i;er
a feller is to water when he's m camp the handier
it is for him."
"All right, then. We'll go right over. It's getting near supper-time, anyhow, and it takes ou.r
cook quite a long time to fix up a good, square
meal."
"Start up the mules, Dave," Sam Grinder called
out to his brother, who had not left the wagon.
Wild and Charlie quickly mounted their horses,
and two minutes later the whole party was riding_
along with the Grinders towai:d the claim of Pete
Kane. which was not more than two hundred
yards from the shanty saloon. -we say the whole
&arty, but that is a mistake, for one person be"longing to it slipped from the back of his horse
before he had gone twenty yards, and hurried
around to the rear of the saloon. It was Hop
Wah, who was generally called Young Wild
West's Clever Chinee. Hop knew his piebald
broncho would go along with the rest, so he had
no fear on that score. One of the clever Chinee's
failings was that he -had a fondness for whisky,
which he always called tanglefoot. It happened
that his stock of the fiery liquor was exhausted at
the time, so he imagined he felt the need of a
drink or t wo, whether he really did or not.
Hop ha d a way o"f entering a saloon by the rear
door, as a rule," and he was not going to break
the rule this time. As he reached the door and
peered inside he saw four men leaning against
e little bar. They were Gold Dust Bill and his
three pards. They seemed to be quite satisfied
to .remain inside and let the other miners stay
outside and watch the new arrivals. There was
a sickly-looking old man behind the bar whose
eyes were bleary and his nqse covered with big
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1·ed blotches. This fellow was a broken-down
sport who had drifted to the ·mining camp and
had been glad to accept the position as bartender
for the owner of the place.
He was leaning idly upon the bar, while the
four before it were doing the same, all of them
having their eyes fixed toward the open door at
the crowd outside. Noticing this, Hop stepped
in noiselessly and got to the bar without any one
seeing him.
Bang! He brought his fist so suddenly- upon
the bar that they all turned with a start.
"Velly nicee day, so be," the Chinaman said,
blandly. ·
"Eh, what's that?" Gold Dust Bill exclaimed,
a frown appearing on his face.
"Me say velly nicee day, so be."
"Shet up, heathen. I don't want to hear nothin' out of you. You're one of Young Wild West's
crowd. What are you doin' here, anyhow?"
"Me wantee buy lillee dlink of tanglefoot, so
be."
.
Gold Dust Bill hesitated a minute, and then
turning to the bartender, said:
"Make him pay double price if you sell him
anything, Joe."
"That ain't the rule here, is it, Bill?" the sickly-looking man asked, as if he was in earnest.
"I ain't.makin' the rules for your business, but I
say make him pay double price."
·
"All right, then, I will. Heathen. it will cost
you jest a dollar for a drink of wnisky in this
h~re shebang._"
"Lat · allee light. Me no kickee. Me gottee
plenty money, so be."
Then Hop smiled sweetly at them all, and producing a fat roll of bills from his pocket, stripped
off a bill and tossed it lightly upon the bar.
- The bartender was somewhat survrised at the
-ChiI)aman's willingness, and hastened to supply
him with a glass and a black bottle that contained
the liquid refreshment sold at the saloon. Hop
got his drink, and Joe, as he was called, put the
money in -the drawer.
"Say," said Gold Dust Bill, nodding to him,
"you made quite a profit on that there drink. I
reckon you had better treat us four on the
strength of it."
"Can't do that, Bill. I ain't the boss here, as
you know. He's outside there. If you want a-ny
treatin' done Yt>U had better see him about it."
"You wantee dlink?" Hop asked, innocently,
looking at the Terror and smiling more sweetly
than ever,
"I reckon if I do I kin pay for it, heathen. I
ain't askin' you to buy me a drink," was the gruff
retort.
"Lat allee light. Maybe you wantee chuckee
dicee, so be?"
"I don't chuck dice with a common heathen. See
here, you're about as fresh as any pig-tailed galoot I ever seen in all my life. Maybe you think
'cause Young Wild West sorter got the best of
me that you kin do about as you please. Is that
it, heathen?"
"Me velly smartee Chinee," was the evasive answer.
"Smart, eh?- I reckon if there was much in the
way of smartness about you you wo-qldn't say so.
Do you know what I've a notion to do to you?"
"Lat allee light. You lettee me be, so be. Me
callee Young Wild West pletty quickee. Maybe
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Cheyenne Charlie comee, too, so be. He velly
smartee Melican man. Shootee velly muchee
stlaight; no likee bad Melican man."
The self-styled boss of Gold Bug Flat remembered the scout's name, and he also remembered
how he had shown his yellow streak a short time
before. He winced slightly, but after glancing
at the door and seeing that no one was coming
in, he must have made tip his mind to get a little
satisfaction from the Chinaman.
"I'll tell you what I have a notion to do to you,
heathen," he exclaimed, speaking in a rather low
tone, but his eyes blazing with anger. "I've got
a mind to take you by the pigtail an' break your
head ag'in the wall till your brains is knocked
out. Blamed if I ain't goin' to do it, too."
"Stoppee lat," cried the Chinaman, suddenly,
and then he placed his hand to his mouth, at the
same time stepping backward. Out of his mouththere seemed to come a wriggling snake, and as
Gold Dust Bill w~s in the very act of making a
grab for him he found the thing squirming in his
very face.
"Wow!" he exclainJed loudly, as he leaned back.
"A rattler, by jingo!"
At this the proprietor of the saloon and several
others came liurrying inside. They heard Bill's
excited shout arid no doubt wanted to find out
what was going on there. Seeing the Chinaman
standing near the bar with the wriggling rattler in his band, they were aghast for a moment,
and in open-mouthed amazement stood still in
their tracks.
The sickly-lookjng bartender got back as far
as he could and pulled a revolver from his belt.
"Git out of here with that, heathen!" he cried.
"You may be a snake charmer, but that don't
matter. We can't stand nothin' like that in this
here place."
"Lat allee light," Hop answered, blandly, and
then he mystified them still further by making
it appear that he swallowed the snake, which was
really but a rubber imitation that be had manufactured himself and kept almost continually upon
his person for the purpose of playing practical
jokes. As the rubber snake disappeared he gave
a mighty gulp and then patting himself upon the
stomach, shook bis head and exclaimed:
"Velly goodee, so be. Me havee lillee dlink to
washee down. Maybe Misler Bill wantee tleat
um poor Chinee."
The man with the yellow streak shrugged bis
shoulders and walked back to the bar.
' 1Say, Joe," he said to the bartender, without
noticing anyone else, "I reckon you had better
give tHe heathen a drink. He'll die, anyho"'., so
let the whisky rile the -rattler up a little an' make
it all the quicker. Come on, boys. We'll all drink
to the quick death of the heathen what's swallowed a live rattler."
Hop showed no indications of dying very soon,
but he accepted the invitation, and the five poured
out their drinks. He made sure to swallow bis
without delay, and then after he had taken his
drink Gold Dust Bill produced a five-dollar gold
piece - and laid it upon the bar. The bartender
promptly took it and proceeded to give him his
change.
·
"Want a paper dollar, Bill?" the latter asked.
"I don't care what kind of money it is. We
don't see much paper around here."

"All right, I'll give you the one the heathen give
me, then."
Bill was charged at the rate of fifty cents per
drink, and he received two dollars and a half in
change. One was the paper dollar with which
Hop had paid for the drink he had purchased, and
one was a silver dollar. A half-dollar made up
the change. Hop edged toward the frtint door of
the saloon, through which the miners were now
coming, having waited until they saw Young Wild
West and his friends and the strangers reach Pete
Kane's claim. The boss of the camp looked keenly
at the dollar billi and suddenly he gave a start.
"Say!" he exc aimed, turning to the bartender,
"this money ain't no good. You 'didnt' read what
it says on it."
"It's a paper dollar, all right. You seen the
heathen when he give it to me, didn't you? You
made me charge him a dollar for one drink, an'
that's what he give me."
"Yes, but it ain't no dollar at all. It's printed
on it that one dollar, but a good dollar, will buy
four pair of socks at Johnson's. Green on the
back, all right, but it ain't nothin' more than a
rank counterfeit."
"Velly nicee day, so be," came from Hop Wah,
and then he slipped outside and hurried along in
the direction our friends had taken.

CHAPTER IV.-Our Friends Go Into Camp.
Young Wild West found the spot Pete Kane
had selected for them to camp upon just the right
thing. The water in the brook was as clear as
crystal, and as the miner had said, there was
plenty of good grass for the horses to feed upon.
The rocks that were scattered about the place certainly would not interfere with them one bit. On
the other hand, they might afford them a good
shelter in case it went so far that an attack was
made upon them. '£his was one thing that the
young deadshot and his partners always looked
to. They knew that they were bound to have
trouble with outlaws and other men who were inclined to be vicious at almost any place they went.
"Well, boys," the young deadshot said, nodding
to his partners, "I reckon it's all right. There's
Kane's shanty within fifty feet ·of us. It isn't &(,
very big one, so I hardly know just how he is
going to accommodate his relatives."
"That's all right," Kane answered, for he was
standing near where they had come to a halt.
"The women folks is going to sleep in the shanty,
an' the rest of us will bunk behind it. I've got
a roof put up there with the meanin' of makin'
another room to the buildin'. It will be a cozy
room, too, an' bigger than the main one in the
shanty. If you jest step around this way you kin
see it."
"Oh, you intend to have your relatives help you
finish building the addition then."
"That's about the size of it. I reckon they
won't make no objections to it, either. I happen
to know that Sam is a mighty good carpenter."
"Worked at the trade long enough afore I went- to farmin'," Sam Grinder answered, with a certain degree of pride. "All's I want is a hammer,
a saw an' plenty of nails, an' I certainly kin
afford a whole house."
Pete Kane's wife and two children were now
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busy receiving the relatives they had never seen
before. The girls belonging to Wild's party managed to get away from them while this was going
c•n, so as soon as Wing had unloaded the packhorses they set · about to help put the camp in
shape. Suddenly Cheyenne Charlie missed Hop.
"Say, you heathen," he called out to the cook,
"where in thunder is that brother of yours?"
"He stoppee and go to um saloon, Misler Charlie," \Ying answered, acting as if he was disgusted ' at the way Hop had done.
"He did, eh? Why didn't you say somethin'
about it?"
"Me no wantee say 'somethling , Misler Charlie.
Hop git'tee mad and play vel1y muchee tlic}< on me,
so be. Hop velly muchee smart, but me thlinkee
he velly muchee foolee. Sometimes me bleak him
face. Me hittee velly muchee hard, so be, when
me gittee mad."
"Yes, you put up a rattlin' old fight, you do,"
and the scout gave a sneering laugh. "All you do
is to kick, scratch an' bite a little, an' then someltod.l has to back you or you would quit, anyhow.
I s pose now I've got to help you put up the
tents."
"Never mind now, Charlie," Wild spoke up smilingly. "Hop is up to his old tricks again, that's
all. We'll let tiie tents go until afte1· Wing has
kindled a fire and started to cook the supper.
We've got to have a few extras tonight, you know,
a.Dd it will take him some time to get them
ready."
•
The scouf gave a nod and then taking Anna's
horse by the bridle, he led it over with his own to
a grassy spot a short distance away. Wild and
Jim looked after the other horses at the same
time and then as Hop was not there, the three
had to turn their attention to the steeds belonging
to the Chinamen· and the pack-horse s. They had
just about got them well attended to when Hop
was seen running toward them.
"Heathen! " the scout exclaimed angrily, as he
stepped forward to meet the Chinaman, "what are
you runnin' for?"
"We wan tee hully uppee, Misler Charlie. Me
fallee flom my horse, so be. Len me hully uppee."
"Shet up, y-QU fool. We know what you done;
You slipped off the back of your horse an
sneaked into the blamed saloon. That fool of a
other of yours told us about it. Has! to have a
rink of tanglefoot, I s'pose."
"Wing tellee you lat?" and_ Hop turned angi::ily
to his brother, who was busthng about, gathermg
up some dry brushwood that happened to be close
at hand.
"Yes he told us about it. But don't you interfere with him now, 'cause he's gittin' ready to
start a fire. Keep away from him, or blamed if
I dont' shoot the pigtail right off your head."
The scout pulled his gun, so H~p thou~ht _it
wise to let the matter drop. He assisted Wmg m
collecting the wood that was needed for the fire,
and when he had finished this task he walked
over and looked at the horses as if he was not
sur~ they had been well taken care of. Charlie
frowned at this, for he knew that the clever Chinee was simply domg it to tantalize him.
"Does things suit you?" asked the scout.
"Velly muchee nicee, Misler Charlie. You velly
smartee Melican man, so be. Say, Misler Charlie," and he raised a finger warningly, "me havee
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lille fun in um saloon. Um bad Melican man
wantee bleak my head, but me no lettee."
,
"Gold Dust Bill, you mean?" Charlie asked, instantly forgetting his anger.
"Lat light, Misler Charlie. He velly muchee
bigee bluffee, so be. Gottee yellow stleak."
·
"You heard me say that, or you never would
have thg_ught of such words."
"Lat allee light, Misler Charlie. Me see plenty
men whattee gottee yellow stleak, so be. You no
gottee yellow stleak."
"If I have, I don't know nothin' about it," and
the scout threw out his chest and stretched himself to his full height somewhat proudly.
"Me no gottee yellow stleak. Me gottee yellow
skin," grinned Hop.
At this they all laughed, the scout joiningin.
"Wh~t did you do in the saloon, Hop?" Wild
asked.
'
"Me givee um bartender um bad dollee, so be,
and len he givee um bad dollee to Gold Dust Bill.
He, he, he! Vellymuch ee funny, so be."
"That was putty good, blamed if it wasn't!"
the scout exclaimed. "Then I s'pose you lit out,
eh, Hop?"
"Me comee outee velly muchee quickee, so be."
"How many drinks did you -git in there?"
"Two, Misler Charlie, and me no pay somethling, only um bad dollee. Me showee you."
Th~n out came the big roll of bills he had displayed in the saloon and he quicl~l;v showed that
he had several more of the same kmd of bills.
"Look as if they might be good at the nrst
glance, don't they, Wild?" Charlie asked, ar/ he
took one of them ancf examined it.
"Yes, if a feHow didn't look very sharp at them
I suppose he might take them for real money,"
_was the reply.
"But it's only an advertisem ent of some feller
in Santa Fe, if you read it right," Charlie resumed, as he looked the bill carefully over.
"Pretty clever, anyhow," f.im remarked.
Hop took back the bills and wrapped them
around a wad of real money, and then made out
that he swallowed the whole of it in a jiffy.
"Me gottee velly bigee stomach, Misler Charlie,"
1
he said, as he patted that portion of his anatomy.
"Me makee believe me puttee lattlesnake in my
mouth, so be. Gold Dust Billy velly muchee 'flaid.
Len he tleat me. Lat where me gittee two dlinks.
Pletty soonee um bartender givee um bad Melican
man um bad dollee. Len me comee outtee velly
muchee quickee, likee me say lillee while ago."
When Wing had the supper well under way
Sam Grinder and Pete Kane walked over to the
camp.
"Say, Young Wild West," the former said, as
he looked at the c.ook, "it wasn't worth while for
you to go ahead an'' have your supper cooked out
here. We're goin' to have somethin' what's a
little extra. We've got a. putty good stove in th<!
shanty, an' my wife is a blamed good cook, if I
do say it myself. I reckon it won't be much more
trouble to fix up enough for all hands."
Thank you ever so much for · the invitation,
Sam, but our cook has started in now, so we'll
have our supper here."
"Well, there ain't no use in coaxin' y-0u,, then,
'cause I kin understand about the way you feel
about it. But you're welcome to eat supper with
us."
The two men w~lked on back to the shanty, and
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then it was not long before Grinder's wife ap' peared. She talked to the girls and urged them
to accept the invitation to supper, but was not
very pressing with the invitation, for she seemed
to understand that they were bound to eat at
their own camp, though possibly she felt. that it
was polite to ask them to come to the shanty.
Wild decided that they would have plenty of time
to put up the two tents, so whi_le Wing wa:3 w·orking away and Anna was lending her assistance,
he called Hop, and then, with Jim to help them,
they were not long in erecting the tents a f ew
yards from where the camp-fire was burning, and
right where the rocks half surrounded the spot.
This was no sooner done than Ariet ta a nd
Elois proceeded to soit o:7er the blankets. and put
them inside. The supplies they had with them
were placed in a pile and covered with a piece of
canvas and then there was nothing to do but to
wait u~til the Chinaman announced that the evening meal was in readiness. It was not long before he · did this, and they sat down to supper
shortly after six,. just a~ut the time that . the
miners were gettmg theirs. They had notice<_!
that smoke was rising from the shimney of nearly
every shanty, which told pl_ainly that the ~ousewives or men who were actmg m the capacity of
cooks' were preparing supper. No cine came to
see them which told pretty well that even though
they wer~ of an inquisitive nature, the miners of
the Flat were not going to, show it riglit awa y.
The sun was still half an hour high when they
had finished supper, and as Charlie filled his pipe
he looked over toward the sa OO'(! and noticed that
men were streaming that way from all parts of
the mining camp. ·
"Wild " he said, as he struck a match, "I s'pose
we're go'in' over there putty soon, ain't we?"
"There is really nowhere else to go," was the
reply. "If we want to see anything in the way
of life, I suppose 'Ye wil~ have to go there. A~other thing we might pick up the news of this
part of the' country by ~oing so."
While thev were talking Pete Kane and Sam
Grinder walked over to the camp. Both had
lighted their pipes and seemed to be in the best of
humor.
"How did you make out with your supper,
Young Wild West?" Kane asked.
"Fine," was the reply. "How did you make
out?"
"Couldn't have been much better. You see, I
had a whole ham in the house, an' my wife used
a knife an' saw on it an' fried the whole blamed
ham. Then we had plenty of eggs, an' she had
just baked a batch of bread today, so I reckon all
we needed was tea, which we had plenty of. My
relations can't say they didn't git a good, square
meal after landin' here in -Gold Bug Flat."
"Never tasted a better meal in my life," declared Grindei:-, as he stroked his stomach. "We're
goin' to git busy in the mornin' an' build that addition to the shanty. Then Pete's goin' to show
us around these here parts a little, an' most likely
each of us will stake out a claim. If we can't find
a claim that will pay us anything, we're sure of
1Pttin' jobs up at the· mine. Pete says so, an' as
11e stands in putty good with the superintendent,
lt's a putty sure thing."
"There won't be no trouble about gittin' jobs .
for the three of you, you kin bet on that," Kane

ileclared.

·

"You fellers goin' to take a walk over to the
whisky-mill?" Charlie asked, looking at them.
"We reckoned on doin' that," Sam answered.
"Wait till I call my brother. That boy of mine
don't drink nothin' strong, so it ain't likely he'll
want to ~o. Another thing, his mother wants him
to help lier sort over the outfits an' other things
we brought with us. Here comes Dave now."
The brother at that moment came out of the
shanty, and when he was told of what they intended to do he pr omptly nodded his willingness.
"Come on, boys," Wild said, nodding to Charlie
and Jim. "We'll go over in a bunch. The girls
won't mind it, for we are not going to stay more
than an hour or so."
The girls declared that they did n ot care, so
the party promptly set out for the saloon.
When they were quite near it, Mill Moore, the
superintendent of the Bullion "Mine, suddenly
came out of the building and hastened toward
them.
"Say," he said, raising his hand warningly and
speaking in a low tone of voice, "I want to tell
you that Gold Dust Bill is gittin' a lot of the
worst men in the camp together, an' that he intends to clean you people out afore tomorrow
mornin'."

CHAPTER V.-The Duel.
The excited manner of the mine superintendent
and the words he spoke did not disturb Young
Wild West in the least.
"Take it easy, Mr. Moore," he advised, smilingly. "I reckon Gold Dust Bill will hardly clean us
out between now and tomorrow morning, or any
other time. I don't doubt you when you say he·
is plannin* to do it. But let him go ahead and
plan. We U attend to his case all right."
·
Bill Moore looked at the boy in surprise and
admiration.
"Say," h~ said, putting out his hand, "shake'
with me, Young Wild West. I want to do it
ag'in, jest to feel the pressure C1f. your hand. Youl
are .the coolest young feller I ever met. But/' and
his voice lowered, while he looked apprehensively
toward the saloon, "Gold Dust Bill means business. He's a mighty bad man to deal with, t ~
You see, there's quite a few here in the camp
who will stick by him. Plenty of thieves here,
you know, an' they're the ones who are Bill's
friends." .
"Probably Bill is a thief."
The superintendent shrugged his shoulders.
"I couldn't prove it if I was to say he was a
thief,!' he declared. "But most likely he is. He
don't never work much, an' yet he generally has
a big pile of money to spend."
"I wonder how he came to get the name of Gold
Dust Bill. I reckon I'll go and talk to him. Come
on, boys."
As the young deadshot said this he walked leisurely toward the shanty saloon. The two Grinders and Pete Kane seemed to be somewhat uneaSf •
as they followed, but Cheyenne Charlie and Jim
Dart went on laughingly.
As they neared the door·of the saloon, three or
four miners came out and looked at them as if'
t~ey wanted to give something in the way of ad.!

vice.

,
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"Bill," one of them called out to the superin- all so yaller that they would make the sun look
tendent "did you tell 'em what's up?"
green when it was shinin' at its brightest," Char;
"I re'ckon I did," was the :l)eply. "But they lie exclaimed.
The young deadshot ·shot a glance at him, meandon't s.eem to scare much."
•
"There'll be some shootin' if they go in.".
ing for him to keep quiet, so, with a nod of resig"That's all right, my friend," Wild spoke up. nation, Charlie stepped back a pace and then be"If there is any shooting done, I reckon I'll ·have gan toying with the revolver he had in his hand.
a hand in it. -But probably , there won't be over Jim had made no move to pull a gun. The thirone or two shots fired at that. Now all of you teen men gathered about the table sat as if they
were statues. It must have been that the mine
- keep cool."
All eyes were turned upon Wild, who came to superintendent -and the three men who had come
a stop a fe~ ~eet from the d~r and fo_lded his with our friends to the saloon heard everything
arms across his breast. Charhe and J 1m were that was being said, for they suddenly ventured
right behind him, the rest deciding that it would inside. When they saw the exact situation they
be better to remain outside. Of course Wild was were somewhat relieved, but neither spoke a word
looking for Gold Du~t Bill. The big ruffi.an 1 ~ho to either Wild or his partners.
prided himself on bemg a real terror, was s1ttu~g
"Say, Bill Moore," Gold Dust Bill spoke up:lookat a table with the three men who had been !us ing sharply at the superintendent, "did you tell
companions when they Wf:;re met on _t~e hill as 'em that I was gain' to git my gang together an'
they were riding- down mto the mmmg-camp. clean 'em out afore mornin, ?"
Standing and sitting about ~his group we~e about
"Yes, I did," came the quick reply.
ten more men who were evidently the friends of
"All right. I didn't think you would do anyBill.
.
thing like that."
"Bill," Wild said, breaking the silence, "I hear
"Then he isn't a liar, ~fter all," Wild spoke up,
that yon intend to clean us out before tomorrow looking- sharply at the bad man.
morning. Is that true?"
"No, he didn't lie, 'cause he sartinly hea,rd me
"Whoever said that is a liar!" roared Gold Dust say it. But look here, Young Wild West. You
Bill, affecting great bravado.
know as well as I do that a feller is likely to say
"I say it, then. Am I _a liar?" qheyenne Char- things what he don't mean sometimes. It jest
Hl! shouted, his face turnmg red with anger as he depends upon how mad he's feelin' when he's talkleaped toward the table, revolver in hand.
inl."
"I ain't sayin' that you're a liar. But I knQw
"You have changed your mind about ,it, then?"
you didn't hear me say that I was goin' to clean
"I don't know as I've changed my mind about
you out afore tomorrow mornin'. Don't shoot anything. But what I said in Bill Moore's hearin'
now 'cause it ain't square to pull a gun on a man don't mean that I was goin' to try an' clean you
whe~ he's settin' down."
out. If I was. to try it, most likely I would do it,
"Charlie," Wild said, in his cool and easy way, 'cause I reckon I've got as many friends here as
as he steppP.d over and pulled upon the sco~t's any man in the whole camp."
arm "put your gun away. I reckon I am gomg
"A fine lot of friends you have got, if these felto d~ the talking- here."
lows represent them," and the boy laughed sneer_ Then, with a smile on his face, just _a s if it was ingly. "I'll tell you what I'll do with you, Gold
nothing more than a farce that was bemg enacted, Dust Bill. I'll take you and your gang outside,
he continued:
.
and I'll walk away a few feet, and then give you
.·"Bill, are th~se fellows gathered about the ta- permission to run toward me and shoot all you
:tlle all your friends?"
want to. Of course I'll do a little shooting my"I reckon they all like me putty well, so I kin self, and I don't mind telling you that I'll make
cail 'em friends."
you the first target. Now then, that's a fair
"Let me see," and the boy proceeded to count proposition, isn't it? Thirteen against one! What
~m. "There are just thirteen of you, counting do you say? Is it a ~o?"
you. That's an unlucky number, Bill."
"You're only bluffm', Young Wild West:. You
''What are you drivin' at, anyhow, Young Wild know jest as well as anything that if I was to
West?" one of the villains spoke up, in a bluffing agree to that your pards would only git us from
sort of way.
behind the minute we starteg to git you. Of
"Never mind. You had better keep quiet. I am course I'd git my medicine the first thing1 'cause
talking to Gold Dust Bill. He is supposed to be they kn~w I'm the most dangerous man m Gold
the boss of the camp. He is a terror, t~, and all Bug Flat."
that. He can shoot quicker than lightning and
"Ha! ha! ha!"
Young Wild West laughed as if it was a great
always hits what he shoots at, too."
"If I was Bill I would have shot you afore this," joke.
.
the man answered, sharply.
"You're the most dangerous man in Gold Bug
·
_ Wild then pulled one of the revolve1·s he car- Flat, eh?" he said. "Well, if that'.s the case~ the
men here don't amount to a great deal. I aon't
ried at either hip.
"See this?" he said, as he pointed it directly to- believe you would dare face one of our Chinamen
w~rd the speaker. "My finger's on the trigger, and shoot it out."
too. Now then, all I have got to do is to give a
"You don't, eh? Jest give me the chance."
t]ight pull and you will be sent into eternity. You
The man half arose as he spoke, and showed
his eagerness.
know what eternity is, I suppose?"
':Ji· "Hold on," the fellow cried, turning deathly
"Pete," Wild saig, turning to 'the miner who
m1e and sho:wing- that he ha<l, only been bluffin&-· was standing near the .door, "do you mind going
~ .o n't shoot, Ybung Wild West; don't, for graci- over to the camp and telling ;Hop I want him .
right away?"
ous' sake."
''Another yaller streak, Wild. I reckon they're
"All right," and Kane hurried out of the place,
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and they heard him . running swiftly away from
the building.
"See here, Young Wild West," Gold Dust Bill
sa·i d, shaking his head uneasily, "this ain't goin'
to· be no job put up on me, is it?"
"I promise you that the only shootil!g that will .
be done must come from you and the Chinaman.
No one else shall interfere. That is positive."
"All right, then. It's a go. I'll jest show everybody here how easy I kin drop a heathen Chinee."
Wild stepped back and leaned against the bar.
It was not long before hurried footsteps were
heard outside, and then in came Hop Wah, followed by Pete Kane.
"Whattee wantee, Misler Wild?" the clever
Chinee ,asked, looking at the young deadshot ana
smiling blandly.
"I want you to fight a duel, Hop. You and
Gold Dust Bill are going to have a little shooting
match, and I want you to do your best to drop
him."
,
"Whattee lat, Misler- Wild?" and the heathen's
face fell.
•
· "That's all right. It is going to be a regular
duel. I am going to put you at one end of this
room, and Gold Dust Bill in the other. Then,
when I give the word, I want you to blaze away
until one of you drops. You're not afraid of the ·
Terror, are you?"
"Me no flaid, Misler Wild," Hop answered,
though he acted very much as if he had his doubts
about it.
'Gentlemen." the young deadshot said, looking
at the assemblage of miners, smiling, "I reckon
every one here is satisfied with the arrangements
I have made. If not, I would like to hear from
you."
"It's all right, Young Wild West," some one
answered. "I reckon you're able to run things
your own way. If you're willin' to risk puttin'
your heathen agin Gold Dust Bill, it's up to you."
"I am quite willing to do that, so we'll go right
ahead. Now, Bill," and the boy stepped over to
the man with the yellow streak, "I'll take your
gun. If you have two, hand them both over."
"What am I goin' to shoot with, then?". the
villain asked, paling.
"You will be furnished with a gun all right.
This is to be a regular duel, and that means that
two revolvers will he furni shed, and that you
will toss up a coin to see who has first choice.
Probably they won't be both alike, you know, and
the man who wins the toss will have a little the
best of it." .
Rather reluctantly, Gold Dust Bill handed over
a brace of long-barreled revolvers. The young
deadshot looked at them, and finding that both
were the regulation .44, smiled and then walked
over to the bar.
"You have got a gun, haven't you, Hop?" he
asked, stepping up to the Chinaman.
"Lat light, Misler Wild."
"Let me have it."
The Chinaman quickly drew from under his
blouse the big old-fashioned six-shooter that w~s
loaded with powder and ball that was always m
his possession.
Wild took the weapon and carefully examined
the chambers.
"It's loaded all right. There's a bullet in each

chamber," he said.
"I reckon that one's all
right."
Then he picked up the one that had been taken
from the Terror.
"Hello!" he exclaimed, as if he was surprised
"three shots have been fired. I reckon we'll rt
load it with fresh cartridges. We don't want any
mistakes to be made, you know. You have got
to have a fair and square chance, both of you."
Then, in a whisper, he said to Hop:
"You have blank cartridges, haven't you?"
The Chinaman winked_ and grinned, showing
that he had. Then, as Wild took some cartridges
from his belt and laid them on the bar Hop
slipped him six blank cartridges. Only hvo or
three of the miners ventured near enough to see
what was going on. But even they were "Dot able
to see Wild as he loaded the chambers of the revolver with the blanks.
"Say, Young Wild West," the proprietor spoke
up, somewhat uneasily, "who's goin' to pay for
the damage that's done by the shootin ?"
·
"I will. I'll pay you double for all the damage
that's done."
"That's all I wan~ to know. Go ahead."
Wild thought a moment.
,
"Probably it will be better to go outside," he
said, suddenly. "It is light enough there to have
the duel, and if we hurry a little we can have it..
all over in a very few minutes. I am satisfied
that my Chinaman is going to win."
"It's a whole lot better to go outside " Gold
Dust Bill spoke up, as he arose from the table
and promptly started for the door.
"Hop," the young deadshot whispered, "let me
hnvp the double-headed cent you have."
The . Chinaman nodded and quickly gave him
the com. When the whole crowd was outside
Young Wild West stepped to the middle of what
might be called a street, and then, with the two
weapons that were to be used in his left hand he
held up the double-headed cent.
'
"Come on, now," he said. "We are ready. I'll
toss this up, and the one who wins shall have the
first choice of the weapons that are to be used."
''I certainly don't want to use that big oldfashioned thing, Young Wild West," Gold 'Dust
Bill declared, uneasily.
•
"That's all right. You are- going to take a
chance on it. If you happen to be compelled to
use it, it is quite likely you can shoot as straight
with it as you could with your own."
The miners formed a lane on either side, taking care to keep back iar enough to avoid running
the risk of being shot when the firing began.
The young deadshot got the two principals right
before him, and then he made ready to toss up
the cent.
"Now then, call out heads or tails," he said.
A warning look then told Hop that he was to
keep perfectly quiet and not say a word. Then
the boy tossed the coin up in the air, and Gold
Dust Bill promptly yelled:
"Heads!"
There being a head on both sides of the cent,
he could not help winning, and when he saw it bis
face became illuminated.
"I win!" he cried. "I'll take my own gun!'
"All right. That's fair. You take your revolver and Hop will take his. Now then, I want you
to stand ten paces from each other. and you must
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not move any closer. When I fire a shot you can
. start in and blaze away. · May the best man win."
The. young deadshot knew perfectlr well t~at
the Chinaman's revolver was loaded with nothmg
more than powder and chemicals that produced
colored fire when ignited. ·
"Get-in your places," Wild called out, waving
his revolver.
.
Ile even paced out the distance, and taking. his
position about in the middle of the street, wa1t~d
for the Chinaman to get ready._ Hop, noy. smiIing cheerfully, stepped before huh and raised his
pistol about his head.
.
"Are you ready?" the young deadshot called
out.
"Yes," came the reply from both.
Crack! Wild fired a shot, and then stepped
back quickly. Crack! Cr11-ck ! Bang! Bang! Crack!
Crack Crack! Bang Bang Bang! Bang! .
Gold Dust Bill and Hop began bla.zmg away,
. and when the first shot the Chinaman fired produced a stream of green fire, the miners gave exclamations of surprise. But there was red fire
and blue fire to come from the muzzle . of the
weapon, too, and the oddest part of it was that
when the chambers of the two weapons were exhausted both men were standing exactly as they
had bee~ when they started.
•
"Velly stlange," said Hop Wah, as he looked at
his weapon. "Nobody gittee hurtee, so be. Me
yelly bad shottee. Gold Dust Billy velly bad shot-tee. Me likee havee lillee tanglefoot."
Then he turned and walked hurriedly into the
saloon.
CHAPTER VI.-Hop And His Tricks.
Neither Gold Dust Bill nor any of the mine1·s
could understand how it was that no one had
been hurt. Tucker, the Terror said to one of his
friends who came over to him after-it was over:
"That's the blamedest thing I ever heard tell
of. I had that heathen covered every time I
pulled the trigger, an' yet I didn't touch him.'.'
"It's all right, anyhow. S'pose you had killed
the heathen. .You know what most likely would
have happened then."
"Yes, that's so. But I can't understand it, 'cause
I tried my best to drop him."
Meanwhile Hop was standing at the bar reloadmg hls i:evolvez:. Wl_ien Gold. Dust Bill ventured
to go inside agam, Wild and his part~ers followed
him. Then the whole crowd came m, and they
began watching the ' Chinaman, who was filling
the chambers of the weapon with powder and
and shoving in paper for a wad. When he had
the J?Owder in he proceeded to put a portion of
grayish powder into each chamber, and this was
firmly held there by more paper wads.
"Evelything allee light," he said, as he proceeded to put a cap upon each tube that connected with a chamber. "Um gun allee samee
loadee, so be."
·
"Say, heathen," the sickly-looking bartender remarked, in a puzzled way, "you didn't put bullets
in the gun?"
"Me no load.ee with bullets, so be. Me allee
samee havee Fourth of July powdee. Me velly
· smartee Chinee."
When they understood it all there was a hearty
laueh from the miners, and for the next ten min-
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utes they did nothing but talk about it. But all
seemed perfectly satisfied at the way the duel had
turned out. Gold Dust Bill did some thinking,
and after a couple of minutes he turned'to the
young deadshot, and said:
·
"That's the way you was goin' to have the guns
fixed in the thirteen of us agreed to go out an' try
an' git you, eh?"
''Oh, no, Bill," was the reply. "I didn't mean
to tamper with tne guns at all. If you are willing to do it, step right outside before it gets too
dark."
"I reckon I ain't goin! to take no chances."
"All right. You have changed your mind about
<;leaning us out before sunrise tomorrow morning, eh?"
':I never intended to do anything like that."
"Yaller streak, yaller streak!" called out Cheyenne Charlie, sneeringly. "You're the worst coward I ever seen. You ain't fit to carry grub to a
hog-pen."
No matter how angry he might have felt at
what the scout said, Gold Dust Bill made no reply.
He simply had. to take his medicine, and he was
taking it in bitter doses right along, it seemed.
It took some little time for things to proceed
in the regular wa¼'" of the mining-camp style . .But
finally card games started, and the business at
the bar went along briskly; Wild and his par~
ners remained with the Grinders and- Pete Kane
at the place for about an hour after the mock
duel had been fought, and then they decided to go
back to the camp. Hop, however, chose to remain,
for he was itching for the opportunity to ·get into
a game of draw poker, or if he could not do this
to perform a little of his magic for the benefit of
the miners.
Waiting long enough to give the young deadshot and his companions a chance to get out of
hearing, the clever Chinee stepped boldly to the
ta?,le at ~hich the Terror was sitting, and said:
You hkee play dlaw pokee, Misler Gold Dust
Billy?"
"That ain't none of your business, heathen. I
don't want nothin' to do with you, so jest keep
still," was the curt reply.
·
"Allee light. Me no wan tee you gittee mad, so
be. Me shootee velly muchee stlaight."
"Yes, you kin shoot straight all right " was
the sneering retort. "But keep away fr~m he;
heathen."
"Me likee showee you nicee lillee tlick."
"You would like to do what?"
"He says he would like to show you a nice little
trick," the proprietor of the place spoke up, for
he seemed to catch on to the Chinaman's lingo
quicker than the rest.
"What does he mean by a little trick, I wonder?"
.
"Me allee samee gleat magician," Hop - explained.
· "Go ahead an' show us a little trick," a miner
called out.
"Allee light. Me wantee Misler Billy's hat, so
be."
·"Let him have your hat, Bill," Tucker said.
"There ain't no need ot bein' grouchy about it.
You have had a putty hard time of it, but you
might as well make the best of it. We'll have
some fun."
"What does he want my hat for?" growled the
Terror.
,
;
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"To show a sleight-of-hand trick."
'i
"Well, he kin liave it. But jest let him do anr,
damage to that h'at an' I'll fill him full of lead. '
The hat Gold Dust Bill possessed was really
one of the most expensive of the sort worn by
Westerners. Hop took it from him and then suddenly pushed his finger inside and seemed to force
it right through. There was a ~finger sticking out
of the cr0wn, while the Chinaman looked at those
about him grinningly.
"Allee samee hole in um hat, Misler Gold Dust
Billy," he said.
"There!" exclaimed the Terror, leaping to his
feet angrily. "You have tore a hole through that
hat, have you? I'll make you suffer for it, blamed
if I don't."
The-finger suddenly disappeared.
"Misler Billy," Hop said blandly, "me bettee
you fivee dollee lat lere no hole in your hat, so
be."
.
"I'll take that bet, if you don't," the propiretor
of the place exclaimed.
"Alee light," and keeping his left hand over
the crown of the hat, Hop quicldy put five dollars
on the table. The boss of the saloon covered it,
and then the Chinaman handed him the hat. In'
a puzzled way the pi-oprietor looked it ocer .carefully.
"Thunder!" he exclaimed. "I reckon I lose.
There ain't no sign of a hole bein' in the hat,
Bill. Yet I'll swear I seen him stick his finger
right through it."
.
.
"So did I," came from one of the mmers.
"Say, heathen," the bad man spoke up, "I'll
give you five dollars. if you sho_w me how you ~o
that trick. I know 1t was a trick, but blamed if
it didn't look as if you had stuck your finger right
through the hat." ·
,,
"You givee me 'ten dolle-e and me showee you.
"All right, I'll make it ten, then. Here's the
ten; now jest show me how you done it."
"Me no showee you hei-e. You comee outside."
"All right, we'll go outside, then."
Hop led the way to the rear door of the building, and then they stepped outside. It was now
getting dark, but there was light enough for the
clever Chinee's purpose. He slipped a hand under
his coat, and from a pocket drew a fairly go~d
imitation of a human finger.
.
' "You see !is?" he said, as he held it before the
astonished villain's face.
"Yes, I see. Why, that aint' a real finger, after
all."
"Lat light. Now len, you givee me ten dollee
velly muchee quickee."
"I won't give it to you unless you ,give me that
finger."
.
"Allee light, me givee you um finger, so be.
Me gottee two, thlee more."
The fact was that Hop had bought a number
of small articles to perform feats of magic with
at a mail order house somewhere, and amo,ng
them were the human fingers, as they were called.
- This trick was easily performed. All one had to
do in order to make it mystifying to an audience
was to hold the finger concealed in the left hand,
and then thrust the fol'efinger of the right hand
into the hat. In order to make the deception complete, the finger should be exposed just then, and
it would surely look as if a hole had been forced
through the hat crown. Gold Dust Bill was well
satisfied with the bargain he had made, and after

he had performed the trick himself he put the
finger in his pocket and returned to the saloon.
The smile his face wore told all hands that he
must have made-a pretty good bargain. Hop soon
took a position in the centre of the room. The
fact was the clever Chinee was just in the humor
to mystify his audience still further. He knew a
thousand-and-one tricks if it became necessary.
~nd some of them were really astonishing. But
it was not necessary to perform the best of them
for the benefit of those gathered in the barroom
of the shanty saloon. Most all of them were simple-minded fellows who had never witnessed much
of that sort of thing. A pack of cards was quickly brought into play, and then Hop tried to get
Gold Dust Bill interested again. But it seemed
that the villain had enough of it, for he declined,
advising the Chinaman to let someone else have a .
chance. Then Hop picked -0ut one of the rascals
who were friendly to the :,elf-styled boss of the
Flat, and induced him to draw a card from the
pack.
"You lookee and be velly muchee sure whattee
card lat is," he explained, as the man did as he
was directed.
"I reckon I know what card it is, heathen."
"Al/lee light, you showee evelybody else, Jen."
The fellow held up the card so those behind
him could see it plainly. It was the ace of club~
"Now !en, you puttee um card in um packee, so
be," Hop said, as he turned his back to him and
closed his eyes, so he would be sure not to s~
wvere the card was placed. Thi~ was duly done,
and then the Chinaman turned around and began
carelessly shuffling the cards.
"Me wantee findee um card you see," he explained, as if he was somewhat puzzled.
Of course it was easy for him to discover the
card, for he had them arranged so he could .do -it.,
He -found it quickly enough, but did not let on
that he did. Then watching his chance he slippe~
it from the pack and concealed it under his
blouse. This done, he began placing the cards
face up, one at a time, on the table. When he
had done this he shook his head, and looking at
the man who had drawn the card and then placed
it back in the pack, he said:
"Me no findee um card, so be. You tly to foolee
poor Chinee."
·
"I ain't tryin' to fool you, heathen. I put the
card back. I'll leave it to anyone here."
"He sartinly put it back," somebody cried fro;;rbehind the speaker.
"Me knowee um card, but me no findee here."
"What was the card?"
"Um ace of clubs."
"That's right. You know what card he took.
How kin you tell, Hop?"
"Lat velly muchee easy. Evely card here but
um ace of clubs."
That seemed to partly explain it at. first, but
when one of them searched the cards over and
failed to find that particular card, they could not
quite understand where it had gone. Others tooJF.
a look, and soon the rest were all watching hi~
Then Hop quietly took the card from his pockef.
and concealed it in his left hand, faee up.
"Me findee," he said suddenly, as he pushed be,.
tween them and gathered up the cards that were
strewn upon the table. "Me makee lil!ee magic;.
so be."
,
He quietly placed the ace of clubs at the bottOQi.
!
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of the pack and permitted one corner of it pro- longer felt that he could control the miners, as he
trude slightly. Then he gripped the pack between had. been doing right along.
"I'll tell you what we'll do, Tuc~er," he said to
his thumb and forefinlfer and exclaimed:
his right bower, when he met him a few yards
"Evelybody watchee. '
He struck the cards a sharp blow with the edge from the saloon after leaving it. "We'll git them
of his hand, and they all fell upon the table and bags of dust out of the shanty first. They're
on the floor, with the exception of one card. Hop putty heavy, so it will be quite a job to git 'em
turned this up so they could all see it. It was where we want to. My idea of it is to take 'em
the ace of clubs. This was indeed astonishing to over among the rocks close behind the mine derthe majority of them, and exclamations of sur- rick, where the train runs. We kin leave 'em
- 1irise went up. There was not a man there who there till we're ready to go. Then if the boys is
had the least idea how the clever trick had been willin' we'll git together an' divide with 'em. Of
performed. Certainly Hop was not going to ex- course, I don't mean to give 'em all as much as
,Plain it to them. He had simply sold one of his we're goin' to git. We'll hide a couple of extra
tricks to the bad man because he got ten dollars bags of the stuff so we kin Joad 'em on the mules
for it, and he considered it a great bargain, since we're goin' to take with us. I s'pose we could
it had cost him something like fifteen cents. The take the chance of stayin' here, 'cause it would
trick he had performed last was one almost any- be easy to hide the gold dust, an' we wouldn't
cne can do, for having the corner of the bottom have to use any of it for a while. What we did
card protruding slightly, a quick blow will cause show we could say come from our claims."
"I'm goin' to light out, Bill," Tucker declared
the rest of the cards to fall from the grasp, and
the one at the bottom will remain there. Hop resolutely. "I've got enough of this here place.
kept on showing these sort of tricks, and after a Things is goin' from bad to worse all the time.
while he noticed that Gold Dust Bill's gang was Now since they've got the· best of you they sargradually lessening. The fact was that the men tainly won't listen much to what you say any
were going out one at a time, and finally the T_er- more, an' the first thing you know somebody will
r.or gave a yawn and declared that he was gomg be for pluggin' you with a bullet when you ain't
to his shanty to turn in. Then he left, and Hop lookin'. You had better go with me."
was not long in inducing the four miners to sit in
"I s'pose you're right. But," and the man gave
a game of draw poker with him.
a sort of growl, "I hate to leave here without
shootin' Young Wild West first. That tall galoot of a Cheyenne Charlie oughter be wiped out,
too. Maybe we kin fix 'em jest afore we're ready
.
to start."
CHAPTER VIL-The Robbery.
"I don't know about that. It might make t_hings
puttr, bad with us, 'cause it ain't likely we would
It seemed that Young Wild West and his get em all, an' if we didn't they would be. after•
friends had arrived at the mining camp just at the us in a jiffy. Then we wouldn't stand much
very time when Gold Dust Bill had laid his plans chance of gittin' away."
to commit a robbery. The Bullion Mine had a
"But I do hate to go away without fixin' em,
large quantity of ore on its property, and there blamed if I don't~ We'll git the gold out of the
were several canvas bags of gold-bearing sand, shanty first, an' then we'll see what's to be done
which was called gold dust. The villain had a with Young Wild West an' his pards."
leaning toward gold dust, since it was through his
"That's it," and Gold Dust Bill gave an apgenerally having plenty of the valuable stuff that proving nod.
.
he had gained the nickname he bore. His intenThe two villains then wal'lted over toward the
tion was to rob the Bullion Mine of the bags of shanty
that they occupied jointly, and when they
gold dust that very night. One of his men was
there they found he rest of the gang waiting
employed there and acted in the capacity of a got
for them. It had been arranged that they were
y.
all to meet at the shanty, and when he had
After having been tamed so thoroughly by counted
them after lighting a lantern, Gold Dust
Young Wild West and Cheyenne Charlie, the vilnodded his head with satisfaction.
lain had spoken his mind to the effect that he Bill
"Now, boys," he said, "it ain't goin' to be a
was going to clean them all out before morning.
hard thing to git hold of the bags of gold
very
still
but
this,
doing
in
rash
been
had
he
new
He
an' a lot of nuggets, too. There's a watchmeant to keep his word. But first he wanted to dust
of course, an' if he should happen
get the bags of gold dust from the shanty they man upusthere,
around he would fire a shot
prowling'
see
to
where
spot
a
to
them
convey
and
in,
stored
were
there right away. But we'll
crowd
the
bring
to
they
when
up
them
pick
to
convenient
be
it would
so he can't do no shootin'. Me
were ready to leave the mining camp. The thir- fix the watchman
that. We'll sneak up ahead
do
will
Tucker
an'
for
together
themselves
banded
had
men
teen
it won't take us long to
this v~ry purpose, and after being promised an of the rest of you, an'
an' bind an' gag him. I reckon
equal share of the booty, they were ready to pro- knock him down
we might as well git at the job right away, eh,
ceed whenever the order came from their .leader. Tucker?"
Not all of them intended to leave Gold Bug Flat.
"The sooner the better, I think," came the reBoth Gold Dust Bill and the· man called Tucker
were to go. The fact was that Tucker had long ply.
"Well, I'll light my pipe an' have a smoke first,
been suspected of being a thief, and he had decided that the best thing he could do would be to an' then we'll git to doin' it."
"Got anything to drink in the shanty, Bill?"
get away and remain away for good. Gold Dust
-Bill thought the same · way, for since he had one of them asked.
"I reckon so. But_you don't want to go to gitshown that he had a yellow streak in him he no

.~
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tin' filled up with bug-juice when you have got a
thing like this on hand."
"A little won't hurt us; a drink apiece, anyhow."
"All right. I s'pose I'll have to fix you up." .
After lighting his pipe he stepped over to a sort
of closet at one corner of the .room and pulled out
a demijohn. Then he permitted each of them to
have a good drink from a tin cup, after which he
put the demijohn away. He sat down and smoked
a while without saying a word. But th:e rest kept
up a rattling conversatio n. They were all thinking of their share of the big haul they wel'e going
to make, and were talking of what they intended
to do with it, Some 'were going to strike right in
at gambling, and others were going to turn it
into money as quickly as possible and then leave
the camp as "honest men." They all knew that
it was the intention of Gold Dust Bill and Tucker
to leave before morning, and this evidently made
them think that they would be the only two who
would be suspected of the robbery. After a while
Gold Dust Bill emptied the ashes from his :njpe
and nodding to his 1·ight bower, said:
~
"Come on, Tucker. We'll go up an' fix the
watcmnan. "
,.
"All right," was the reply. "How soon will the
boys come up to do the work?"
"They kin come ten minutes after we leave. I
reckon everything will be ready by that time."
Then he turned to them and added:
"Now then, boys, you understand it. We'll go
an' git the gold first, an' then I want you to help
me an' Tucker git our horses an' mules ready."
"Ain't goin' to leave right away, are you, Bill?"
• one of them asked.
·
·~No, that's so. Never mind about gittin' the
horses ready. We'll see what kin . be done to
Young Wild West an' his pards after we git the
gold. Now then, you all come up in jest ten minutes from now."
Then he went out, followed by Tucker. The
two men made their way directly to the Bullion
Mine, which was situated at _the extreme end of
the Flat. A few good-sized shanties were located
there, and a big de-rick showed where the dirt
and ore were hoisted from the mine shaft. There
was no moon, but the light that came from the
stars was enough for them, and after sneaking
:autiously about for two or three minutes, they
came in sight of the watchman, who at that moment was sitting down to enjoy a quiet little
smoke. The Terror nudged his companion, who
g-ave a nod, and then they began creeping toward
the unsuspectin g watchman. It was easy to take
him by surprise, and he wa.s seized and a hand
clapped over his mouth befol'e he had the least
idea of what was going on.
Having the necessary rope with them, they
quickly bound him, and then an old handkerchi ef
was thrust in his mouth, while another was tied
tightly about it, so he could hardly breathe, much
less make an outcry. The unfortunat e watchman
was then tied to a post, so he could not creep or
roll away and give the alarm, and then the two
men coolly made their .way to the shanty where
the rich horde of gold was stored. Finding the
door locked, they went back, and after searching
the man they had .made a prisoner and not finding the key, they were forced to use strength ip
order to gain entrance to the shanty. But a
crow-bar was soon discove1:ed, and just as they

had pried open the door the rest of the gang
reached the spot. Then for the next half hour
some hard wo1·k was done, for the bags were so
heavy that two men could scarcely carry one of
them. But finally they got as much as a ton of
the valuable ore and dust to the hollow below at
a spot not more than a hundred feet from the
trail. But there were so many rocks right at the
edge of the trail that no one would be likely to
s~e what was there, even if it were in the day- .
time.
Once they had all the bags in the hollow Gold
Dust Bill nodded to the men and in a low tone of
voice said:
"Now then, boys, I said as how you was all
goin' to git an equal share of this. But see here,"
and he raised his forefinger impressivel y, "don't
you think that since me an' Tucker is sure to git
the blame of this here business we oughter to git
a double share?"
"Sounds sorter right, I reckon," one of them answered. "How many bags is there?"
"There's nine of 'em here, as far as I kin see."
1"I thought there was eleven in the shanty when
we took 'em out," one of the others spoke up.
"You must have counted wrong, Jake," Tucker
spoke up, though if he could have been seen at
that moment a twinkle would have appeared in
his eyes.
Really he had, with the assistance of Bill, co..:,
cealed two of the bags a little further from the
spot.
"Now then," the Terror went on to say, "there's
jest nine bags of gold dust, an' each one must be
worth nigh _onto a thousand dollars. That means
nine thousand dollars to be divided among thirteen of us. If me an' Tucker each takes two
bags, there'll be five left for eleven of you. Sorter
seems to me that oughter be enough."
"There oughter be eleven of 'em," the man who
had spoken before insisted.
"Didn't I tell you you counted wrong, Jake?"
Tucker spoke up sharply.
"But I know I didn't. Let's go back an' see if
we didn't leave two of 'em there."
Gold Dust Bill tried to persuade them not to do
this. But they all seemed to think that two bags
must have been left in the shanty, so they started
back for them. Rather reluctantly the two villains who were plotting to get the best of th~
companion s followed. Just as the gang got to
the shanty a series of yells for help sounded.
"Thunder l" exclaimed Gold Dust Bill, turning
to Tucker. "That fool of a watchman has got the
gag out of his mouth an' is yellin' like anything.
In less than two minutes there'll be a crowd here.
I reckon we had better vamoose, Tucker. Come
on. We'll git to our shanty as quickly as possible."
Away they ran, getting a good lead over the
rest, and reaching the shanty, hurriedly closed
and barred the door.

CHAPTER VHI.-Gol d Dust Bill Is Captured. .,
The "poker game at the saloon did not last very
long. There were only three deals, in fact, and
as Hop raked in the pot each time, the miners decided that he was altogether too much for them.
"Oughter knowed better, anyhow," the sickly
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looking bartende r declared, sneering at the clever
Chinee's victims. "Ain't you seen that he's . a
., 1eight-of-h and ~eller?
You ough!er know, he km
.,x the cards the way he wants em. He s. been
cheatin' you right out of your eyes, most hkely,
but no one could see him do it."
"You velly muchee mistakee, my fliend;" Hop
said looking at the bartender and shaking his
head seriously. "Me no cheatee, so be. Me vel!Y
goodee Chinee. ~e go to Sunday school m
'Flisco."
:.
"That's all right, Hop," was the sm1lmg
reply.
"You fooled 'em all right, an' I reckon you ~ave
got somethin' like eighty dollars that you didn't
have afore."
"Me gottee plenty money, so be. Me likee play
more dlaw pokee."
But nq one would play with him, ~ho_ugh the
losers did not appear to feel sore. Fmdmg that
there was· nothing there to amuse him any further, the Chinaman decided to go to_ the_ camp.
He stocked up with a supply of whisky before
leaving however, and then bidding the crowd a
cheery 'good-nig ht, took his departure . It happened that the Bullion Mine was not more than
a hundred yards from the place where our friends
had camped. As Hop was getting pretty clo~e
to it his attention was attracted by a shrill
scream for help. He knew it was a man" and that
../ he must be in trouble, so like a :fl.ash he bounded
to the camp. But the y~iung deadshot and his
friends had heard the cnes, too, and they were
just about to run in the direction the cries came
from.
·
.
"Hully upee, Misler Wild!" Hop · exclanned
.
"Somebod y wantee helpee velly muchee quickee."
"All right, Hop," was .the reply. "Where did
the cry come from?"
"Light over lere, Misler Wild," and Hop pointed almost to the exact place where the watchman
of the mine had been left bound and gagged by
the thieves.
The young deadshot and his partners bro~e
into a run and made for the spot, the clever Chinee following . As they neared the shanty which
had been robbed of the bags of gold dust the
watchman came running excitedly toward them.
"Gold Dust Bill an' his gang has cleaned out
the gold dust," he cried excitedly. "They got hold
of me when I wasn't lookin', an' after tyin' me
an' puttin' a gag in my mouth, they went ahead
an' busted open the shanty an' carried out eleven
bags of r1ch s~nd that's worth a lot of money.'
"Hold on!" Wild said, taking him by the arm.
"Just keep cool. You say Gold Dust Bill and his
gang robbed the shanty?"
"That's it."
"Well, don't get excited over it. How long ago
did this happen?"
"Not more than half an hour ago, or maybe a
little longer. It seemed to be an awful while
afore I could manage to git my hands loose. Then
I wasn't .long in tearin' the blameli handkerc hief
from my mouth an' lettin' out a yell."
"You say they stole eleven bags. How do you
know that?"
"I was lyin' on the ground an' could see what
they was doin', an' I counted 'em. Gold Dust Bill
an' Tucker, his pard, sneaked off with two of the
bags without the rest seein' 'em. They h&d to
take 'em one at a time, 'cause they·re mighty
heavy."
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"All right. I reckon they won't get very far
with the gold dust. - If the bags are as heavy as
w~at you say, they certainly will have to go
mighty slow. Which way did they go?"
"Right over to the edge of the Flat ;m' down,
the hill close to the trail. They couldn't have
gone any further than that, 'cause they come back
three or four times, you know. It was a putty
hard job, an' unless they've got a lot of mules or
a wagon or two, they'll never git away with the
stuff. But maybe," he added, with a shake of the
head, "they don't intend to leave here. Most
likely they think I don't know who they are. I
didn't see the faces of any of 'em, 'cause they
had t:11-eir hats ;pulled down. But I couldn't· help
knowm' the voice of Gold Dust Bill."
"We'll attend to Gold Dust Bill all right,' Wild
assured him, "and we'll see to it that they don't
get 3:way with the bags of gold dust, either. Now
you Just keep cool and lead us to the spot where
you think they took the bags."
"All right. I l,i,in't afraid to go when you're
with me, Young Wild West. I seen you when you
come to the camp, an' I reckon I know putty well
that you'll do jest as you say. Come right on."
The man was quite calm now, and without any
hesitation he led them in the direction the stolen
gold had been taken. It happened that he got
the ga~ out of his mouth just as the villains were
returnmg to look for the two missing bags. But
they turned and ran so quickly that he did not
even see. them, and :when he ran the other way
they easily made their escape. Bent upon taking
them to the exact spot where he thought the gold
dust had been transferre d, the watchman continued on, and soon he was descendin g into the little
hollow. Sure enough, there were the bags, but
wlien they counted them there were but nine.
"I know it," the watchman declared. "Gold
Dust Bill-I know it was him, 'cause I heard him
talkin'-a n' Tucker, too, them two sneaked off ·
with two of the bags, mostly likelf so the rest
wouldn't know they had 'em. They've hid 'em
somewher e around here. There ain't no use in
losin' 'em, so I reckon we had better look for 'em
Or maybe I'd better go an' let the boss kno~
about it."
"Never mind the boss," Wild said quickly. "I
reckon we'll attend to this business. We have
f~und nine of the bags; now let's find the other
two."
They searched about the vicinity, and in less
than . five minu~ discovered the two missing
bags. They were hidden among some rocks and
were partly concealed by the limb of a tree that
l1ad been placed over them. The watchman seized.
one of the bags as if he intended to try and take
it back to where it belonged.
"Never mind, my friend," Wild said, touching
him on the arm. "Let them be right where they
are. We'll keep a watch on them tonight, for it
is quitely likely the thieves will come back to get
them .. That's just what I want them to do. I'll
stay right here myself, for I want to catch Gold
Dust Bill in the act."
The watchman gave a nod, ilhowing that he
took a great deal of stock in what the young deadshot said.
"But all three of you ain't goin' to set up all
night an' watch, are you?" he asked, after a
pause.
"I hardly think that we'll have to do that." was
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"There are three men living right ter if you could get a good rest after your long
close to our camp. I suppose they must have fol- journey."
"Here comes Pete now," Dave Grinder called
lowed us, though I don't see anything of them."
"We're right here, Young Wila West," a voice out.
Sure enough Kane was seen hurrying toward
came from the rocks above. "We didn't feel as if
we oughter poke ourselves in, you know, so we them.
"I was mighty anxious to get here, but the
was waitin' for you to come back."
women folks was so afraid that I. didn't want to
"Is t:\}at you, Sam?" the boy asked.
leave 'em," he declared. "Found the gold dust,
"Yes, it's me."
"A1:d your brother and son are with you, eh?" eh? Thunder! This is great. What's goin' to
become of Gold Dust Bill now, I wonder? He's
"Yes."
been bossin' the camp here for a long time, but
"Well, come on down here."
The three men promptly came down, and then now he's been caught dead to rights stealin'. I
Jiin soon informed them of what had happened. reckon it will be a good thing when he gits a rope
"So Gold Dust Bill has showed his hand for around his neck. "
"Pete," Wild said, not paying any attention to
fair eh?" Sam Grinder said, with a shake of the
head. "Pete Kane allowed that he was a thief, what he was rattling off, "I want three to rethough he · told me that nobody could seem to main here and watch for the thieves to come back.
You are to be one of them, if you don't object."
prove it."
"Object! Why, I reckon I'll only b~ too glad to
"Why didn't Pete come with you?" Wild asked.
"The women was a little afraid, so he stayed do it. Who's the other two?"
"Cheyenne Charlie and the regular watchman
with 'em."
"Oh, I see. Did you see anyone else running of the mine."
"Good!"
this way?"
"I ain't got no gun," the watchman said sud'~No, it sorter seems that nobody else heard the
denly. "They took mine from me when they
yellin'."
caught me."
"Good! There's no need of letting the minllrs
''.I'll loan you one until you get yours back,
know of what has happened. We'll just run this then," Wild said, , and he quickly handed him one
thing to suit ourselves, and I'll _bet that 'Yhen of the two revolvers he carried.
morning &omes we'll have the thieves all right.
The watchman gave a nod of satisfaction, and
But say, Sam."
then after instructing them to remain in conceal"What is it, Young Wild West?"
ment and not to go to sleep, our hero bade the
"Probably Pete Kane would like to be here. rest follow him and they walked back to the camp.
S'pose one of you go back an' stay with the wo- But Wild did not intend to go to sleep just then.
·
men so he kin come."
He wanted to find Gold Dust Bill as soon as pos"I'll go," the younger of the Grinders spoke -qp. ' sible. As soon as they got back to the camp it
.
"All right, go ahead."
was decided that Jim would remain with the girls,
As if he was glad of the chance, the young man and then Wild set out for the shanty the Terror
limb
tree
the
placed
hurriedly left the spot. Wild
occupied.
over the bags just as it had been when they found
"Misler Wild," Hop called out, as he ran after
the
them. -Thell he led the way around to where
him, "me wantee go, too, so be."
other nine had been placed among the rocks.
"All right, Hop, come right along."
"Well, watchman," he said, nodding to th'.'-t inPete Kane had told Wild which shanty it was
discovdividual, "the whole eleven bags have been
so there was no difficulty in locating it. There
ered. I hardly think it necessary for us to take was no light in the clumsily constructed building,
them back to the shanty. We'll wait until morn- but that did not signify anything. The chances
ing and let the workmen do it for the superin- were that the villain was hiding there. When
tendent."
they were pretty close to the shanty the young
"I s'pose they're jest as safe here as they was deadshot told Hop not to make any noise, and
in the shanty, when you come to think of it," was then the two crept up to the door, They listened
the reply.
for fully two minutes without hearing a sound
"I rather think so. There was only one \,Vatch- from within. Then a shuffling noise came to their
man when they were in the shanty, but there are ears, and they knew someone was moving about.
quite a few now."
That was enough for the young de.idshot. There
"I reckon I kin stay right here an' watch,. an' was someone inside the shanty, and it was more
if anything happens I'll fire a shot an' let you than likely .that it was Gold Bust BHI. He drew
know. They sartinly can't git away with the the Chinaman a short dis'tance away, and then
bags of gold dust in a hurry, an' I'll take my said in a whisepr:
chance of. bein' caught by 'em ag'in."
"Now, then, Hop, I want you to find some way
"I was thinking of that," the boy said slowly. to light up the inside of that shanty. What I
"There is really no need of us all remaining here want to do is to make sure who is inside."
until the villains come back: They surely will
"Me fixee velly muchee quickee, Misler Wild.
come back between now and daylight, I think. Me gottee plenty fireworks, so be."
Suppose three of you stay here. How about you,
"Well, a little fireworks business will be all
•
Charlie?"
right, I reckon. But don't go to making any loud
"You kin bet your life I'll stay," the scout an- explosion."
"Me roakee lillee sizzle, lat allee, Misler Wild.
swered quickly.
Me findee bigee clack in um boards, and· len evely"An' so will I," Sam Grinder spoke up.
"Wait until Pete gets here. Maybe he would thling be allee light."
' Go aheaa, then. I'll stand right by the door.
rather do it than you. You have just arrived at
the Flat, you know, and it would be all the bet- The chances are that Bill will make a break to

the reply.
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get outside the moment something sta rtling happens."
.
Wild took his station directly at the door, and
then Hop went on around the shanty, feeling fora crack that was large enough for his purpose.
It was not until he got to the end of the · building
that he found what he wanted. It was not a
crack, but there was a window there and there
was no sash in it, though a piece of canvas h1fng
over it in lieu of a shade. The Chinaman found
that by standing upright his head came above the
window sill. Then he felt of the canvas and
found it was not fastened at the bottci'm. With
a nod of satisfaction he proceeded to get ready
for business. From one of his pockets he took a
small roman candle.
This was not made up with the finish that those
offered for sale are, but it was the real thing, as
far as a roman candle went. There was plenty
of powder and other explosives in it, and it contained three balls, which would shoot out and
burst, making a bright glare. Making sure that
he could thrust the end throug-h the window by
pushing the canvas curt;1in aside, the Chinaman
struck a match and then applied it to the fuse.
The moment he found it was properly ignited, he
pushed the canvas gently aside and then thrust
the end of the piece of fireworks inside ·the window.
,
Puff-sizz ! The roman candle had started, and
the interior of the shanty was illuminated thor~ oughly. Puff! A ball shot out and burst with a
muffled report, shooting a shower of sparks
through the interior. Startled cries came from
within, for Gold Dust Bill and Tucker were surely there. They had been hiding ~nd keeping
silent, fearing that someone would · come after
them at any moment. ~ut the unexpected display of fireworks was too much for them, and
they jumped excitedly about. But the blazing
sparks continued to fill the room, so Tucker made
a bound for the door. He quickly drew aside the
bar, and then pushing the door open, sprang outside.
"Hold on, there!" a voice exclaimed, and then
he found the muzzle of a revolver almost pressing against his nose. Gold Dust Bill was hardly
two seconds behind him.
"Hands up!" came the command, and then
Young Wild West had the pair of them.
"Come here, Hop," the boy called out, in his
cool and_easy way. "I reckon there are no more
inside."
·
The boy had stepped back a little now, and he
was moving his revolver slowly before the faces
of the two scoundrels. Both had their handsover their heads when the Chinaman came
around, and striking a match, Hop looked at them
closely and then blandly said:
"Evelythling allee light. We ketchee· you velly
•
nicee, Misler Billy."
"Go inside and find a rope, Hop," the young
deadshot said, without taking his eyes from the
two men.
Hop entered the building, and striking a match,
for the roman candle had died out by this time,
he lighted a lantern and then in a couple of minutes secured the necessary rope.
"Just tie their hands behind th~m," the young
deadshot coolly remarked.
Gold Dust Bill was forced to put his hands behind his back, and then Hop was n ot long in
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tying his wrists firmly. Then he cut a piece from
the . rope and proceeded to fix Tucker in the same
way. This done, he turned to the young deadshot and ·said:
"Whattee me do .now, Misler Wild?"
"We'll take them insi'de the shanty. I reckon
that will be good enough for them until morning."
Wild had changed his plans somewhat · after
finding that Gold Dust Bill was in the shanty. At
first he had intended to wait for him to come and
get the stolen· gold dust. But since there was a
good chance in making him a prisoner, he felt
that it should not be let go by. He intended, however, to get the rest of the gang, too, and once
inside the shanty with the prisoners he proceeded
to question them as to the names of the rest of
the thieves; At first neither Bill nor Tucker would
give any infonnation. But after they had been
prodded two or three times with the muzzle of
the boy's revolver they decided that it would be
best to make a clean breast of the whole affair.
Then Tucker told all about it, even to how they
had intended to leave the camp and take the blame
of the robbery, so their assistants might enjoy
the benefits derived from their share of the gold
dust.
"All right," the young deadshot said smilingly.
"I suppose you know what your fate will be, Gold
Dust Bill. You're the man with the yellow streak,
and it seems you have a fondness for things that
are yellow, too. You like gold dust. But I ·
reckon you'll not have any further use for any of
it. You have reached the end of your rope."
Something like a groan came from the Terror,
but he did not venture to make anything in the
way of a reply. Wild now told the clever Chinee
to tie the two together so there would be no possibility of them escaping. There was plenty of
rope in the .shanty, and Hop certainly made a
good job of it, for he wound it around them many
times, and when he had at last finished making
knots, the two villains were in such a fix that they
could not move as much as six inches. They were
left lying .in the centre of the room, and then
Young Wild West and the clever Chinee left the
shanty to go in search of the rest of the gang.

CHAPTER IX.-The Thieves Are Corralled.
Wild knew that it was not unlikely that the
thieves who had assisted the Terror- in robbing
the Bullion Mine would pay a visit to the shanty
of their leader, so he did not intend to get out of
sight of it.
"Hop," he said, "I reckon if we wait here a
while we'll see some of them coming. There are
only two of us, but probably we may be able to
capture the whole gang, unless they should all
come at one time."
''Maybe me bettee go gittee Misler_ Charlie,
Misler Wild."
"That wouldn't be a bad idea. I 1·eckon he
won't be needed over there for a while. Go
ahead."
The Chinaman gave a nod and promptly startea
in the direction of the hollow, where the scout was
assisting- in guarding the bags of gold dust. He
came down to a walk before he was half-way to
the place, and it wlis lucky he did so, for two· or
/

'
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three seconds later he heard the unmistakable declaring he was not going to take any further
·
sound of low voices clos~ at hand. The Chinaman part in the thieving business.
"Well," Wild said, after thinking a moment, "I
stopped still in his tracks, and then was not long
in locating the exact direction from which the reckon the best thing . we can do is to go over
there and take them all prisoners. Come on, Hop.
vo~ces came.
There was quite a pile of rocks something like We'll go and get Charlie and the others and then
.
fifty feet to his left, and he knew that there were it will be a mighty easy thing to do.' 1
They made their way right close to the rocks,
men behind them talking in voices that were
scarcely above a whisper. Yet the night was so and after Wild had the satisfaction of having a
still that the sounds were carried quite a dis- look at the viUains, who were still undecided as
tance. The clever Chinee crept cautiously toward to what they were going to do, he went on with
the rocks, and then he moved on around until he Hop and soon came to Charlie and the two who
came to an opening between them. The first were assisting him in guarding the gold. After
thing he saw was the light from a match as a making themselves known so there would be no
man was lighting his pipe. This did not last very danger of being shot, the young deadshot and
long, but it enabled the Chinaman to see that Hop walked straight to the three, who had risen
there were at le~st half a dozen men sitting upon to their feet and were waiting for them.
"Boys," the roung deadshot said, in his cool
the ground. Hop remained upon his hands and
and easy way, 'we have got Gold Dust Bill and
knees and listened to hear what they might say.
"I tell you there's only one thing for us to do," the fellow who seems to be his right-hand man.
one of them remarked, in a low but impressive They are tied hand and foot in a shanty over
TOice. "There's the gold dust ready to be took there, so . that settles them for the time being.
away. We ain't heard no rumpus, which tells Now then, all but -one of the rest of the gang are
putty plain that the watchman didn't git nobody sitting among the rocks about a hundred yards
to come after us. My idea is to go back there an' . from here. We had better go and get them. We
hide as much as we kin of it, an' then let Bill an' want to take them prisoners, so don't do any
Tucker take the blame. They was goin' to have shooting unless there is no help for it."
"Right you are, Wild!" Cheyenne Charlie exit that way, anyhow, an' most likely they've.rgot
claimed. "Let's git the measly coyotes as soon as
their horses an' lit out afore this."
"I ain't goin' back there," one of them de- possible. Then there won't be no need of settin'
clared decisively. "I've had enough of this here up all night to do any watchin'.''
Pete Kane and Sam Grinder were more than
business. I'm blamed sorry I went into the
leaving the bags of gold
scheme. The first thing we know Young Wild willing to assist them, so they
turned their steps
West will have the whole bunch on us, an' then dust where they were,
it won't mean nothin' else but ropes, an' you toward the rocks, among whi<;h the gang had
crept cautiously to the
know what ropes is in a place like this. They put sought concealment. Theythe
men were still there,
'em around your neck, an' then the other end over opening and finding that made
his preparations.
a limb, an' then up you go. It makes me creep Young \Vild West quickly
A few whispered words to his companions and
to think of the feelin' it would be."
everything was in readiness. Hop was instructed
"Shet up!" somebody else called out an~rily. to make a light, and he was not long in doing so.
"What's the use of talkin' that way? You re a Striking a match, he applied it to a small heap of
croaker, you are."
powder he had placed upon a stone, and instantly
"All right, you kin call me what you want to, a bright red glare illumined the scene. The
but I'm done."
startled thieves gave vent ·to exclamations of fear
As he said this the sp·e aker arose from the and dismay, and sprang to their feet. Then they
group and walked directly toward the opening su~denly found themselves confronted by Young
between the rocks, where Hop was crouching. But Wild West and three others who were holding r ethe Chinaman was ql}ick enough to get out of the volvers pointed at them.
way, and the fellow almost touched him as he
"Surr ender!" the young deadshot exclaimed.
passed.
was no other way, it seemed, so instantlvT"
"Go on," called oufthe f ellow who had proposed allThere
put up their hands.
to hide the gold dust. "If you're scared to stay
"Deasd easy, ain't it, Wild?" the scout obwith us go on about your business. But that don't served,
as he stepped up and proceeded to take
mean that you won't git a rope around your neck the weapons
from the rascals.
.
fi any of the rest does."
"I knew it would be quite easy, Charlie," was
The departing rascal made no reply, but turned the reply. "When you take a gang by surprise
directly toward the centre of the mining camp. they don't know what to do. Of course now and
Hop thought there was really no need of him re- then one or two will put up a fight. But those
maining there any longer, so he decided to go who are at all wise prefer to surrender and take
bacl~ and let Wild know of his discovery. He got the chances of getting away later.''
away easily without making a sound, and as he
Almost before the light had died out the vilneared the shanty the young deadshot arose from lains, ten of them, were disarmed and their hands
behind a rock and called out softly:
secured behind them by ropes. Hop lighted a can"Well, _is Charlie coming?"
dle, so the job might be finished in proper shape,
"Me no go lere, Misler Wild. Me findee um bad and then Young Wild West gave the word and
the prisoners were marched straight toward the
Melican men, so be."
shanty saloon. What the boy wanted now wad
"You found them, eh?"
"Yes, light over lere, Misler Wild," and he some place to keep them until morning. He knew
pointed out the direciton.
that as soon as the robbery was discovered the
Then he quickly 'told him what he had heard · miners would grow excited and probably want to
and how one of the men haa left the company, lynch the thieves. But he was not going to I~
J
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anything like that happen, "for. a lynching was upon the prisoners. As the young deadshot ensomething he did not believe in and never permit- tered the barroom a solitary man was standing
ted, unless it was absolutely out of the question to at the bar, ·and when he saw the young deadshot
stop it. The bright glare from the red fire Hop he turned deathly pale and began to tremble. Hop
had ignited in order that Young Wilq West and Wah pushed his way forward just then, and
his companions might see what they were· doing pointing to the fellow, exclaimed:
when they surprised and took the thieves prison- ·· "Lat um bad Melican man, Misler Wild. He
ers had been seen by some of the miners, and the no wantee stay with Gold Dust Billy's fliends.
result was that they promptly ran to the saloon He comee 'way when me watchee."
and informed those inside of what they considAt this the man promptly threw,..up both hands
ered a very strange occurrence. The result ·was and called out:
that before the prisoners were half-way to the
"Don't shoot, Young Wild West. I surrender."
saloon thirty or forty excited men met them. One
"f certainly am not going to shoot you," the
of them was Bill Moore, the mine superintendent, boy answered coolly. "But see -here, there seems
and pushing his way through the crowd, he seized to be a little good left in you. How is it you deWild by the arm and said excitedly:
. cided to quit tiie game?"
·
"What does this mean, Young Wild West?"
"I never wanted to go in with 'em on that
"It means that we have caught a gang of game, anyhow, Young Wild West," the fellow dethieves, Mr. Moore," was the cool and easy reply. clared earnestly. "But I did help 'em, 'cause most
"They tried to relieve you people of some of your likely you would have heard all about it, anyhow.
gold dust that you had stored in one of the build- But they wasn't gain' to gi~ me to go back there
inl?s over at the mine."
ari' do anything more. It struck me that I'd done
''What's that?"
too much already, so I ·made up my mind to leave
Moore was astounded.
'em. I didn't want none of the gold dust, an' I
·"That's correct, Mr. Moore. We have got ten couldn't have been made to take it, even if things
of them here, but there were three more in the had turned out their way."
party."
"What is your name?"
A man came forward with a lighted lantern
"Thompson."
·ust then, and taking it from him, the superin"Gentlemen, what sort of a ·IJ!an is this fellow,
tendent took a quick view of the faces of the pris- anyhow?" Wild asked, turning to the crowd.
oners.
V~nous answers came to the question, but none
"Ah!" he said. "There's not a man there who · of them were anything that was very detrimental
kin be trusted, anyhow. That has been my opin- to the character of Thompson.
ion right along. But I expected to see another
"I reckon he would have been all right if he
man among 'em."
had kept away from Gold Dust Bill and Tucker,"
"Gold Dust Bill, I suppose,* Wild said smil- · the bartender declared.
ingly.
"All right. I'll take .it that' you are about right
"Yes, I may as well say that he_is_the man."
in what you say," Wild said, nodding to the bar"Well, he is one of the three m1ssmg from the tender. "We won't lock up this fellow just now,
crowd. But we have got him all right. He is the anyhow."
•
leader of the gang, you know, Mr. Moore."
The frightened man breathed a sigh of relief,
"Boys, what do you think of that?' and the su- and got a little closer to the young deadshot, as
perintendent turned to the crowd and held up his if he feared the rest might not accept his dehand impressively. "I've thought right along cision. But it seemed that the miners were quite
that Gold Dust Bill was a rascal. Now Young willing to let Young Wild West have his own way
Wild West tells us that he's the leader of a gang in the matter. No one ventured to oppose him so
of thieves who tried to rob the Bullion Mine this far, and bent upon preventing a lynching, the boy
very night."
looked at them rather sharply, and said:
Just then the watchman who had been sur"Now th-en, gentlemen, the thieves have been
prised and overpowered by the villains hurried caught without a drop of blood being shed. That's
forward, and was about to tell the whole party. very much to the. credit of you all. Gold Dust
But Wild quikly pushed him back.
Bill, who showed right after we came here that
"Don't you say a word," he said in a whisper. he possessed a yellow streak, seems to be at the
"You can't do all the talking. It isn't necessary bottom of it all. He must be delivered into the
to let them know exactly what happened. The hands of the sheriff of the county as soon as posfirst thing to do is to have these fellows shut up sible, and the others must be attended · to in the
somewhere so they can't possibly get away. Then same way. This man can be held as a witness,
we must look up the other men who left them.''
but I'll do my level be~t to have him acquitted of
The watchman quickly subsided. There was a any wrongdoing, even though he made a mistake
large empty room in the building that was used by assisting them when the robbery was commitas a general store, and when they got there the ted."
proprietor readily consented to let them have the
"But they didn't steal nothing, did they?" someuse of it. The ten prisoners were marched into one asked excitedly.
the room, and then the door was secured by a
"They didn't get very far with it, you can bet
padlock on the outside, and Moore appointed four on that."
men to remain on watch.
Wild was not going to tell them apything fur"Shoot the first man who tried to get out," was ther, for he thought it might i-n cent them to viohis orders.
lence. When Wild saw that there was no chance
Having seen to this part of it, Young Wild of the ten men escaping from the room in the
West turned to the shanty saloon, the majority of store building, he called his partners and the
the crowd following, t.hough some lingered as if · clever Chinee, and turned toward their own
thev felt it their dutv to assist in keeninl? a watch camp. They had to pass Gold Dust Bill's shanty
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on the way, and when they got. the~·e the young thing is all right, Young Wild West. Gold Dust
deadshot opened the door and, hghtmg .a match, Bill and Tucker is !yin' jest where they was when
took a look inside. The two men were lymg about we come here. The heathen an' the two others
as they had been left. After examining the knots what come here with me is sound aslep. I told
'em it would be all right."
Wild gave a nod, and remarked.
"I reckon they'll never be able to get free of
The two quickly passed into the shanty, and
their own accord. But it may be that they have while Wild was untying the prisoners, Charlie
a f.riend or · two whom we know nothing about, went over, and finding Hop stretched upon a
and if they (should happen to come here they blanket on the floor, seized him by the ankles and
might set them free. I reckon somebody has got pulled him nearly out of the shanty before he
was ·aroused. When he found out who had so
to stay here until mo1·ning."
"Me stay, Mr. Wild," Hop spoke up.
rudely awakened him the Clever Chinee grew
"I hardly think I can trust you, Hop," .the boy somewhat angry, but Charlie no doubt thinking
answered. "You might take a notion to go back that he had played a joke on him, laughed heartto the saloon. The probabilities are it will be ily, and it soon ended.
"Charlie, you can take this fellow over to the
kept open all n1ght."
I
"Me stay light here, Misler Wild. Me gittee store and have him locked up with the rest" Wild
two, thlee men and we play dlaw pokee,_ so be."
said, pointing to Tucker, who was trying' to get
"Well I don't care what you play, so 1f you can upon his feet, though he was so stiff from being
find anyone whQ. is foolish enough to gamble with tied up so long that he could hardly move .
. "Right you are," and the scout quickly raised
you, go ah.ead."
Hop. at once started back for the saloon to look him up.
up the men he wanted, and then the young deadWith the assistance of one of the miners Cha1·shot and those with him made their way to the lie started him .toward the store, Hop and the
camp and were not long in retiring for the night. other two followmg. Probably the clever Chinee
wanted to visit the saloon again, for an empty
bottle stood upon the table, where they had been
pl_aying cards. Wild managed to get Gold Dust
CHAPTER X.-Gold Dust Bill ls Turned Over to Bill so he could walk, and then with his hands
the Sheriff.
still_ tied behind his back, he marched him •
straight for the spot where the bags of gold dust
Wild's object in not letting it be known that had been taken the night before.
1
the bags of gold dust had been taken from the
:'Bill," he said, smiling pleasantly, '~you had
shanty down into the hollow was to prevent the th}ngs figured out nicely last night, but it didn't
miners from seeking immediate vengeance upon pan out the way you wanted it. Now .,ien, I'll
the thieves. He knew pretty well that after they show you the two bags that you and Tucker
had slept over it they would be more willing to meant to appropriate for your own use."
let the law take its course, even if there was not
He led him to the spot, and Gold Dust Bill
much ih the way of law that was recognized in shook his h~d but said nothing,
the• mining camp. At daylight he was up and
"The rest of the bags are over here," the boy
moving about. As soon as Cheyenne Charlie and remarked, as he took the .villain by the arm.
Jim Dart appeared he held a short consultation
"I know where they are. What's the use of
with them, and it was decided to arouse Superin- takin' me to 'em?" Bill answered.
tendent Moore and have the gold dust taken back
"But I want you to have a look at them. You
where it belonged. Horses and wagons were to may as well stay right ther~ with me, for some
be had at the ine, so it would not take a great of the miners might take a notion to hang you.
while to do it.
You see, I have decided not to let them lynch you.
"We'll start out right away, boys," the young I am going to have you turned over to the
deadshot said, after having come to that conclu- sheriff."
sion. "Just wake the men in the shanty so they
"Are you gain' to do that, Young Wild West?" T
can assist. Jim, you find out from one of them the man asked, in a voic~ that trembled slightly.
where Moore lives, and go and get him without
"Yes, that's just what I mean to do."
delay."
-''Thank you. I don't want to be hung. I've got
Dart nodded and at once went to the shanty. a yaller streak, all right, I s'pose."
After knocking a few times at the door, Pete
"Because you dont' feel like being hanged don't
Kane appeared, and when he was told that he mean that you have a yellow streak, Bill. But
and his guests were needed right away, the whole you have got one just the same. You are noth:four men were not long in showing themselves. ing but a big bluffer, and you know it."
Wild explained matters to them, and then after
"I know it, I know it!"
Jim learned where he could find the suprintendWild led him around the rocks, and soon came
ent, he set out for him.
upon the nine bags of gold dust.
"Charlie, you will go witb me to Gold Dust
"Sit down, Bill," the boy said smilingly. "No
Bill's shanty. I reckon we'll take him over and doubt those bags look fine to you about :pow."
let him have a look" at the bags of gold dust be"I wish I had never seen 'em," the man anfore we put him in the lock-up with the rest of swel'ed, as he drnpped upon a stone near by.
the gang."
Wild looked in the direction of the store and
The two set out for the shanty, and reaching it, saw Charlie hurrying back. While the boy's back
found the door 01>en, while a man was sitting was turned the Terror. suddenly made the discovthere smoking a pipe. He was one of the miners ery that· the rope about his wrists had become·
who had been induced by Hop to come there and loosened. In untying the other ropes that bound ·
remain all night.
·
him and Tucker together Wild must have un-,;
.._ "Mornin'," he said, somewhat sleepily. "Every- knowingly released one of the knots. Coward'
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that he was, Gold Dust Bill suddenly became desperate. He worked away at the rope and quickly
found that all he needed to do was to make a
quick jerk and his hands would be free. But just
then Wild -turned to him again, and Bill acted the
par t of a frightened prisoner again.
'!A fine lot of yellow stuff here, Bill," the boy
said tantalizingly, as he pointed to the booty the
thieves had worked so hard to get there the night
before. "Do these bags really contain gold dust?"
"Never looked into 'em, so I couldn't say. But
if I hadn't thought they did it ain't likely I would
have tried to steal 'em."
"That's right, too. I'll just take a look and see
what the stuff looks like."
Then the young deadshot stooped over and ~ tied the piece of rope that was about one of the
bags at the top.
"It's pr ettv good pay-dirt all right," the boy
called out, without looking around.
Bill said nothing to this. But he was ready
for business now. As Wild was busy with the
bags of gold dust, the prisoner suddenly freed his
hands. Seizing a heavy stick, Gold Dust .Bill
sprang towai-d the young deadshot. At that mo•
ment Cheyenne Charlie appeared.
"Hold on, there!" yelled the scout, as he made
a leap to prevent the man with the yellow streak
from striking the young deadshot with the dub.
~ The interference was so sudden and unexpected that ~ld Dust Bill started back and let the
stick fall from his hand. Wild turned the moment he heard the scout's shot, and realizing
what the scoundrel had. intended to do, he leaped
forward and caught him by the throat before
Charlie could get hold- of him. Gold Dust Bill
was now thoroughly desperate, and quite a struggle ensued. Charlie sprang to Wild's assistance,
but he was told quickly to keep back.
"I just want to show the sneaking coyote that
I can handle him even if I am nothing but a boy,"
Wild called out.
Then with the burly man gripping him about
the feet, the young deadshot proceeded to give ·
him a real lesson in -wrestling. Even though he
had clutched Bill by the throat, the hold the latter had was much the better. Wild mighf easily
have choked him into submission, but he did not
choose to do so. Re worked his right hand downard quickly and caught hold of Bill's thigh.
Then he suddenly released the grip he had taken
upon his throat, and grabbed him under the right
arm. The next thing the man with the yellow
streak knew he was whirled upside down as quick
as a flash, and down ' he came upon his stomach
with a thud. A groan came from the lips of the
defeated man. He was now thoroughly crushed,
and the chances are that he would not have made
an attempt to run away even if Wild and Charlie
had ·left the spot. He remained 1-ying upon his
face until Charlie rudely disturbed him by a kick,
and then permitted himself to be assisted to rise.
Just then Superintendent Moore was seen approaching with Jim Dart and a few others.
"Well, I'll be blamed!'~ Moore exclaimed, when
he saw the bags of gold dust there. "What does
this mean, anyhow? They did take 'em from the
·
shanty, then, eh?"
. "Yes, they took them from the shanty, Mr.
Moore," Wild answered smilingly. "But I thought
it. just as well not to say anything about it last
night. I let the men have the impression that
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they had merely broken open . the shanty. I
thought it would be better to have it that way, as
·
I was bound to prevent a lynching."
"I don't know as a lynchin' would be a very
bad thing, especially in this feller's case," Moore
answered, his eyes flashing, as he pointed to Gold
Dust Bill. "He's made more trouble here than all
the rest ' of the miners put together, an' the
quicker he gits out of the world the better it will
·
be."
"Hold on!" Wild called out, somewhat sternly.
"I reckon I have been running this thing so far,
so I may as well continue until it is finished. I
say that Gold Dust Bill is not going to be lynched.
Neither is any of the rest of them going to be
lynched. The prisoners are all going to be turned
over to the sheriff just as soon as possible."
Two heavy wagons each drawn by four mules
soon appeared, and though the drivers expressed
surprise when they found out what they had been
called for, they did not hesitate to assist in getting the gold back to where it had been stolen
from. When this had been done Wild took Gold
Dust Bill by the arm and conducted him toward
the camp. The gfrls were there waiting, and
Wing had the breakfast ready. The women came
out of the Kane shanty and looked on in a sort
of curious fear as Wild introduced Gold Dust Bill
as the leader of the gang of thieves, and explained to them that he was going to be turned
over to the sheriff.
"This man was accused of having a yellow
streak," he went on to s;1y. "Cheyenne Charlie
is the accuser. It was found that Charlie was
right, but I hardly expected that even ii he did
possess a yellow streak he was a low-down thief."
Gold Dust Bill -was duly locked up with Tucker
and the other ten men, and well satisfied that
Moore would see to it that the priimners were ntt
disturbed, the young deadshot and his partners
returned to their camp and made the best of the
breakfast that was waiting for them. They re' mained at Gold Bue; Flat until the next morninc,.
and before they left they had the satisfaction .t
greeting the sheriff, who came over with a munher of deputies to take charge of the prisoners.
Then satisfied. ~ith their little adventure with the
man with the yellow streak, they bade the inhabitants of Gold Bug Flat adieu and· set out te
look up something further in the way of extitement and adventure.
Next week's issue will contain "YOUNG WILD
WEST AND THE DEATH BRAND OR ARI
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ON TBE LEVEL

On the whitewashed walls hung rough sporting
prints. Cliff had heard of these sort of resorts in
the slums of New York.
--or-He knew that it was a crooks' den. An old
woman, toothless and hideous and wretchedly
The Boy Who Was Honest
dressed, stood leering at him.
The two crooks who had captured him were between him and the door. Cliff did not need to be
By DICK ELLISON
.. told that he was in a most desperate plight.
He knew that these secoundrels would not hesitate to take his life upon the slightest provocation. For a moment he was at a lo.ss what to do
CHAPTER XIII.
or say.
"I reckon it's a surprise fer him," said the felIn Bad Hands.
low called Bill, with a wicked leer. "He's a
In those few brief minutes a thousand thoughts smart-looking lad."
.
and queries flashed through his brain. He ·knew
"Yas," said the other ruffian, quizzically. "I
that it was possible that the five thousand dol- don't know what ther game is Desmond is playin,.
lars he had in the satchel was all they were really See here, Mag, we've orders to leave this kid with
after. That they might not be l{esmond's men, you. Do ye hear?"
·
·
·
after all.
•
"All right, gentlemen. I'll take good care of
F4J.ding lhat he could not make his escape_, ther leetle feller. Yas, good care."
Cliff became quiet and tried to hear what his capShe turned her hideous face toward Cliff; and
tors were saying. He could see nothing, for his the boy shivered. He had never seen anything
~ad was covered with a blanket.
so malevolent as her gaze.
"He's a lively kid, Jim," growled one of the
"We hold ye resppnsible, Mag," gro.yled Bill.
erooks. "I thought he'd slip us once there."
"We've got a job on hand ter-night. It's time we
"That's right, Bill. But I reckon we've g-0t him was at it. So-long."
dead to rights now. What's the swag? What · The two ruffians
passed out of the den. · For
eiid ye do with it?"
a moment
they were gone old Mag continued
"Over on the cushion. You bet I got my flip- to gaze at after
Cliff. Then she shuffled to the door and
pers onto that bag right away.".
•
locked it.
"Thafs good. It oughter be a neat little sum
"Ye're a:)handsome· leetle chap, ain't ye? she
for us."
said, in a hissing tone. "What air ye here fer?
"I'll look it over." Some of Dal Desmond's work, eh? He's a cunThe crook proceeded to count the money over. ning critter,
you bet. Better not make enemies
He whistled softly.
'with him, I tell ye. What's yer story, leetle fel"Five thousand dollars for us."
ler?"
·"Great ginger! That'll take us out of ther conThe crone shuffled nearer and foided her gaunt
founded kentry."
"You bet. We'll say nuthin' to Desmond about but muscular arms. Cliff replied in a respectful
but firm way:
it. He can have the kid if he wants him."
~ I am a clerk in the office of Morgan & Com"Whar did he tell ye to take him?"
pany. I was attacked and robbed of five thous· "To old Mag's place."
and dollars )¥longing to the firm. I was brought
"He'll be safe thar."
.
All this Cliff gathered as he lay back in the here by these villains. If you are an honest
corner of the carriage. It was of vital interest woman you will assist me to leave here at once."
Old Mag grinned and showed a double row of
to him, for it taught him several startling facts.
Desmond then was, after all, the one responsi- blackened fangs: Cliff felt that he was appealing
ble for his present trouble. But what was the to stone. He saw no line of mercy in her withered
~
political trickster's purpose? Cliff was to learn face, no human compassion in her glance.
·" Perhaps so," she said. "We'll see. leetle felthat later.
Suddenly the carriage stopped. One of the ler .. Did~they take your money? Eh? Did they
git all? Let me see ver watch."
crooks leaned forward and said, savagely:
She crept nearer, in a cat-like way, with cun"Now, kid, you're to keep quiet an' make no resistance. Ye won't be hurt if ye don't. But if ye ning greed in her eyes. Cliff saw her purpose at
. once.
do, an' call the cops down on us, we'll kill ye."
·
Cliff was a boy, but yet he was strong and
Cliff made no reply. He was lifted out of the
carriage. He could see nothing, for the blanket keen-witted. He knew the woman was masculine
was yet over his head, but1 he felt that he was be- a;nd no doubt possessea of almost a man's
ing carried through a cellar passage underground. strength. He read her purpose at once and inThen he was placed on his feet. The blanket stantly sprang back.
was whisked from his head· and the light for a
But the cat-like quickness of the woman
moment bliuded him.
brought her down upon him like a thunderbolt.
Then he blinked and presently saw objects about Her muscular arms caught Cliff and held him as
him more plainly. He was in a cellar room. It in a vise.
was lighted with oil lamps. A few tables were
"He, he! Though ye'd fool old Mag, eh? Now
scattered here and there. Green cloth covered I want that watch. Shell out or I'll guzzle ye.
them. A stove stood in one corner. In another Oh, r,e'll fight, eh?"
corner was a rude piece of furniture that served · Chff could not bear to strike a woman, and esas a buffet. On it were bottles of liquor.
pecially an aged Qne. He made a desperate efCams and chips were scattered on the tables . fort to break away, but the next instant her pow•
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erful talons of fingers closed about his throat with , hot. He crept along the side of a building until
fearful power.
he came to an alley which led out to the street.
All Cliff's strength left him. He made a desWhen he reached the street Cliff again felt ill.
perate effort to free that awful hold. He heard - His knees grew weak and his legs tottered. The
the old hag's cackling, triu~phant laughter, a!ld boy felt that everything was whirling about him,
then the room swam about him; he became obhv- and he fell into a heap.
ious.
.
A police officer, just turning the corner, saw
When Cliff came to his senses he was m ab- him fall and at once ran forward. He flashed
solute darkness. He was lying on his back on the his glance in Cliff's face and then rapped loudly
floor of the den.
on the flagstones with his club.
He arose to his knees and for some time was
Instantly another officer came hastily up.
unable to collect his scattered senses. When he
"What's the matter, Sam? What have you got
finally succeeded he became aware that he had there?"
·
been most effectually robbed.
"It's a boy, and I guess he's dyini. Looks as
His watch and a small amount of money he had if he'd been in bad hands. Coat and shoes gone
was missing. His coat and shoes had also been and finger-marks on his windpipe."
removed.
Ten minutes later Cliff Hall was in an ambuThat this was the avaricious work of the old lance and in the hands of a skilled doctor. who at
beldame, he knew well. She had no doubt de- once diagnosed his case.
parted with her ill-gotten gain and left him in
"It's a case of poisoning," declared the ambuutter darkness\. Cliff struggled to his feet.
lance doctor. "I don't know whether we can save
He could see nothing. The darkness was dense, him or not."
but he remembered that he had some matches in
When Cliff came back to his senses he was vomhis trousers pocket, and J:ie felt for them.
iting violently. He was in a white, clean bed in
They we.re t_here, all right. He struc~ one of a hospital ward, and a co_uple of doctors and
them, and its hght revealed the surroundmgs. On nurses were working over him.
the table near he saw ~ tallow <;and!e, J:Ie to?ch"Enough poison to kill , forty men," said the
ed the match to the wick, and its hght illummed hospital doctor. "It's the overdose that has saved
the den.
him. Youth is in lfis favor."
The hag had gone. Cliff did not waste time.
Some hours later, wh,en, though weak and ex--Ile was determined to, if possible, force his way hausted he was pronounced out of danger, he lay
out of the place.
in the bed and overheard a conversation that inThe narrow flight of steps leading up to the terested him.
door by which he had beert brought into the place
"Doctor Clark have the~ any clue to the big
were be~ore him. Cliff quic~ly crep~ up_ them.
safe· robbery at' Morgan & Company's? Have
He tried the door. To his su;rprise it opened. they caught the burglars?"
He felt a strong draught of cold air in his face.
"Not the least," was the reply. "Mr. Morgan
For a moment the boy paused. He could hardly returned this afternoon. He is much excited over
believe that this would lead him to freedom. Was the matter."
it an oversight of the old woman's in leaving the
"Pshaw! I understand that the burglars only
door unlocked?
got a few thousand dollars. What's that to a
Cliff went back and secured the candle. He man worth millions?"
mounted the steps again and pushed the door
,. "Oh, it's not the money that he cares about.
open.
•
.
He has lost a certain important document that
He saw the whitewashed walls of the corridor. was in the safe."
He stepped into it an~ closed the door.
"Oh, that was it, eh? What do you think of the
Rapidly he made his way along the passage. railroad war between Morgan and Watson?"
The air 1?ecame stronger i!J his _face every mo"I liardly know. It is a battle of the giants. By
ment. H1_s heart bea~ rapidly ".171th· the thought the way, doctor, I think the patient is out of danthat he might be on his way to liberty.
ger, and we ought to get a statement from him.
I for one would like to see the mystery cleared
CHAPTER XIV.
In The Hospital.
Cliff, however, could hardly credit such good
fortune as this. Why had he been brought to the
place only to }>e thus allowed to regain his liberty?
It was a mystery, but he kept on along the passage. Suddenly he came to stone steps leading upward. Cliff crept up these and. came out into the
open air.
.
.
.
His candle was extmgmshed by a blast of air.
Over his head was the night sky. He saw dimly
that he was in a sort of court between high buildings.
'
But, now that the fresh air struck his lungs,
he felt strangely giddy and nauseated. There was
a peculiar odor in his nostrils and a disagreeable
tastP. jn his mouth. His tomruP. f P.lt. swollen and

up;;~ll right. Go right in and interview him."
Cliff opened his eyes and saw the doctor enter
the room. The medical man looked keenly at him
and placed a finger on his pulse.
"Well, my boy," he said, in even tones, "I guess
, you'll pull out all right. Been pretty sick,
haven't you?"
"Yes," said Cliff. "But I--"
"Easy. Don't allow yourself to get unduly excited. Can't you tell me your name? Speak slow-

~"

'

"My name is Clifford Hall."
"Where do you live?"
"Manhattan avenue. I wish yo:i would let
me--"
"Easy. Keep calm now. Have you a father and
mother?"
"My mother and little sister are at home," replied Cliff. "My father is dead. If you will only
let mP.-"

<y
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"Yes, yes. I'll let you tell the story, only you
must not excite yourself. Now, how did you get
hold of so much poison?"
"I was held by a gang of burglars," replied
Cliff. "It was all Dal Desmond's work. He wanted to put me out of the way so that he could get
the valuable deed of contract in Mr, Morgan's
safe--"
"What!" almost shouted the doctor. "In whose
safe? Are you dreaming, boy? Not Morgan, the
millionaire?"
"Yes," replied Cliff. "I work for Mr. Morgan.
I am his messenger. Ferson sent me out with
five thousand--"
Cliff stopped short. He thought it better to tell
no one but Mr. Morgan himself of the safety of
the contract deed. It was in the inner pocket of
his vest, and that he saw hanging on · the wall
near by, with the rest of his clothes.
But a sudden ·chill seized him. What if the paper had been taken while he was unconscious?
What if old Mag had secured it?
"Doctor," said Cliff, "will you .kindly send for
Mr. Morgan? I have much to tell him that is of
importance."
.
"I will do so at once," said the doctor. "I want
.you to rest quietly until he comes. Make no move
until I return."
The doctor left the room. l'here was no nurse
present. For the first time Cliff was alone.
He did not know just how much strength he
had. He was not sure that he could rise from his
bed at all. But with an effort he did so.
He reached up and grasped the vest. Then he
fell back into bed none the worse, though a trifle
faint.
Quickly Cliff's fingers went through the .lining
of the vest. Then he drew the paper from 1t. He
fell back with the most joyful sensation he had
ever experienced.
The paper was ~afe. He had saved the day for
Mr. Morgan. That the safe had been burglarized
for no other purpose than to get possession of this
paper he felt sure. But Desmond's game hail
failed.
The woman, Mag, had robbed him and then,
after choking him into insensibility, had tried to
kill him by pouring poison down his throat.

at once as Mr. Morgan and Ferson. The others
he learned later were detectives.
"Cliff!" exclaimed Mr. Morgan, warmly, as he
took the boy's hand, "you have fodeed had a narrow escape. The doctor told me all about it."
. "Oh, Mr. Morgan," said Cliff, eagerly, as he
looked up into the pale and care-worn face of the
banker, "it is the work of Dal Desmond. They
tried to bribe me to take a paper from your safe
and give it to Watson. I would not do it and Desmond threatened to kill me if I didn't. I went
down to the office in the morning to ·tell you about
it, but you were gone. I saw Desmond hanging
around the street, and I suspected that it was his
game to break the safe. I would have gone to the
police after taking the money to Hazards', but I
never got there--"
"It is- very unfortunate that I was away," broke
in Mr. Morgan. "Thev ...have carried out their
scoundrelly scheme, Cliff. They have got the document which Desmond tried to get through you."
"And that document," said Cliff, eagerly, "was
of great va1ue to you--"
"It is. The possession of it by Watson gives
him a secret that will enable him to turn the tables on me. Cliff, I am a beggar if that paper
gets into Stephen Watson's hands."
Morgan spoke hopelessly and his face showed
the- effects of his deep mental suffering. Cliff
could hold in no longer.
He ran his hand under the pillow and drew out
the document. He held it out to Morgan.
"You are safe!" he cried. "I now know that I
did right in taking the paper from the safe thfs
morning."
Morgan gav~ a start and I! stifle~ cry. He took
the paper and glanced at it. He sank into a chair
overcome.
"Cliff, where did you get this paper?" he asked
finally.
"I took it from the safe," replied Cliff. "Why didn't you tell me pf all this?" demanded Ferson.
"I don't know," said Cliff. "I couldn't feel like
trusting anybody."
"What!" cried the confidential clerk, angrily.
"I am an honest man, sir, and--"
"Silence, Ferson !" cried Mr. .Morgan. "I know
that Cliff acted in good faith."
"Oh, you think so, do you?" cried Ferson. "In
the first place, was it an honest thing for an employee to open the safe and abstract a valuable
CHAPTER XV.
paper like that and carry it away? You may beThe Course Of Events.
lieve his flimsy story, sir, but I believe that he
Cliff soon dozed off into a getitle sleep. When knows more--"
"Stop!" cried Morgan, sharply. "You'll never
he awoke he opened his eyes to see a dear and fa- ·
mali:e me believe that Cliff Hall is a dishonest boy.
miliar face over him.
"Mother!" he cried, in great joy. "You here? I think he acted in good faith. At any rate, if
the paper had been left in the safe it would have
I am -glad to see you."
"And I am glad to see you, my boy," declared been beyond my call now."
Ferson stepped back angry and dis·comfitted.
Mrs. Thorley, in choking tones, as she bent down
over Cliff and kissed him. That was a nappy mo- Cliff made no reply, but he was quite pale, and
there was a light of disappointment in his eyes:
ment for both.
"Excuse me," said one of the detectives, stepThe hospital authorities immediately on learn. ing Cliff's identity had communicated with Mrs. ping forward, "but may we speak with the patient
Thorley, and she had at once hastened to her son's a moment?"
The detectives now proceeded to question CEff bedside.
After an affectionate greeting, though, Mrs. • closely about the affair. The boy told his story
in a straightforward and simple manner. The
Thorley said:
detectives made copious notes but little comment.
· "Then are others here to see you, Cliff."
She stepped back and into the little room Finally they arose and took their deP.arture.
(To be continued.)
walked four men. .TWQ !lf them .Cliif ;recognized
..
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ITEMS OF INTEREST
CHAMP SNAKE HUNTER KILLS FIFTY A
DAY
Ed Billemeyer, of Colesburg, says he is the
champion rattlesnake hunter of eastern Iowa.
He killed fifty in one day recently.
~ David and Charles Chambers killed forty each
the same day. Each man collected a bounty of
50 cents a snake.
0

RATTLESNAKE SERUM
The tlread of the rattler may soon be greatly
reduced, ·u hot totally eiiminated. Anti-rattle- ·
snake-bite serum in portable cases can now be
pmchased by hik~rs and_ outdoor worker~. The
San Diego Zoological Society makes a busmess of
extracting poison from th~ fang-sack of ratt!ers,
preparing the serum from 1t, and then sellmg 1t at
little more than cost, put up in little cases that can
b e easily carried by all who venture into i-attlesnake territory.
BREEDING SEA-LIONS
Breeding sea-lions for sale is the latest com·-,ercial exploit undertaken in the scientific world.
The San Diego Zoological Society has shipped
"fifty-seven sea-lions so far this year to different
parts of the world.
One pair of breedingJ.ioRs, ten years old, have
furnished forty-four offspring to the zoo, fortytwo of which have been sold, with two cubs left.
The whole stock of the zoo's animals is valued
at about $80,000.
ALCOHOLIC BREAD
Perhaps bakeries will be padlocked now. Bread
contains alcohol, according to tests mad"e recently
by chemists at Cornell College, Iowa. Sometimes
it contains much more alcohol than the Volstead
act allows-the Cornell tests have revealed an alcoholic content as high as 1.9 per cent. in ordinary
bread from bakery and house-wives' ovens.
The kind of yeast used, the time the bread sets,
and the temperature of baking, all affect the
amount of alcohol in the bread.

ENGLISH BOY'S BRAVE ACT
The royal S. P. C. A. has lately awarded a
silver medal for the plucky action of a Barrow,
Scotland, lad in saving a flock of sheep.
,Saµmed Sidaway, is employed by an Ulverston
far mer, whose sheep graze on the fine pastures
stretching down to Morecombe Bay. While working in a field one day, he heard, a loud bleating,
and found that a flock of forty-six sheep had
strayed so far out on the marshes as to be surrounded by the incoming tide.
The farmer was away from home; it was for
Samuel to decide what was to ibe done.
He did not take long in making his decision.
Although a cold winter's day, he stripped and
swam out to the sheep, crossing a channel in
which the tide was running strongly. Then he
seized one of the sheep and swam with it back to
safety, while the rest of the flock, having been
!civen a lead, followed. After having swum 200
~r 300 yards the entire flock neached dry land.
Samuel Siddaway is modest about himself, and
his brave action did not come to light for many
weeks.

LAUGHS

I

Husband-You never kiss me except when you
want money.
Wife-Well, isn't that often
enough?
______
•
She (getting ready to go out)-What are you
looking at? He-I was just watching whether
that house opposite will be finished first, or you.
Caller-This poem was written by a lawyer.
Has it any value? Editor (glancing through it)
-About as much value as a legal opinion written by a poet.
·
"Johnnie," asked his teacher, "can you S?:ive us
a sentence, using the word 'income' in it?"
Johnnie hesitated a moment, then: "Yes•um," he
replied. "The boy opened the doors, and in come
a cat."
"From the grammatical standpoint," said the '
fair maid with the lofty forehead, "which do you
consider correct, 'I had rather sto home.' or 'I
would rather go home'?" "Neither," promptly responded the youn11: man. "I'd rather stay here."
"I beg your pardon, but didn't I see you put
two or thre finger-prints and a scarf-pin in your
pocket?" said a jeweler. "Certainly," replied the
grocer. "When you come into my place aren't
you always picking "up things and putting them
in your mouth?" .
"Now, boys," said the Sunday school teacher,
addressing the juvenile class, "can either of you
tell me anything about Good Friday?" "Yes,
ma'am, I can," replied the boy at the foot of the
class. "He was the fellow what done the housework for Robinson Crusoe."
Young Wife-I received today a beautiful diploma from the cooking school-on parchment-and I've celebrated by making you this dish.
Now, just guess what it is. Young Husband
(chewing on his burnt omelet)-The diploma·?

"
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AN ADVENTURE WITHA GHOST

"

When I was a lad of seventeen I was an office
boy for Pinkerton's Philadelphia agency, and was
wild, of course, to be sent out on a case.
. Every time the captain got a new job I would
slide up to him and say:
"Cap'n you'd better let me go out on that."
He would answer with a quizzical grin:
"Not this time, Harry. Wait till the next case."
Along in December of that year there was a
great rush of business at out office.
We had fifteen -detectives, all old experienced
hands, and they "'.ere upon the jump night and
day.
We could not handle the business that was
coming in, and the captain was wishing that we
had some more men. I remember as well as can
be, sitting in my chair by the. doo~ and the captain calling out in fun from his private office:
"I guess we'll let you take the next case, Harry."
Hardly had he said the words when the door
opened and a raw old countryman entered.
He proved to be Joe Baylis, a Montgomery
county justice of the peace, ~nd ~e wanted the
captain to send a man down with him to attend to
a ghost who was cutting didos at Fort Washington. The captain told him he would send a man
as soon as he had one at his disposal.
The old fellow felt, and I jumped to my feet.
"Captain," I said, "send me on the case."
,
The captain leaned back in his chair, and looked
at me hard.
.
"See here, Harry," he said, "suppose I were to
.send you, what would you do?"
I outlined a very elaborate campaign against
the ghost.
He let me finish, and then said:
"You'd make a confounded ass of yourself now,
wouldn't you? You'd make us the laughing-stock
of the town. Now, )isten. In the first place, always bear in mind there's no such thmg as a
ghost. If I send you to Fort W ai,hingtoi:i, go
there with that idea in your head-=-there 1s no
such thing as a ghost. If you see the ghost and
get near enough, jump for it. Don't be afraid.
It won't hurt you; just jump for it. It will turn
out to be a human being-no doubt of that. Now,
I'll let you go and try your hand. _If )'.OU see the
ghost and think you can't handle 1t, he low and
follow it and see- who "it is." •
The captain gave me money, and away I went.
I felt pretty brave, for it was broad daylight
then but there were times when I wished myself
out ~f the thing.
I got to Fort Washington about three o'clock,
and inquired the way to the haunted house from
the station agent.
I found it on a hill half a mile from the town,
and looked it over with interest and apprehension.
- It was an old, white, frame mansion standing
in park-like grounds with plenty of out-houses
about it. Some countryman whom I met told me
that. die ghost was in the habit of standing on top
ef the broad stone wall that skirted the roadway.

There was an outhouse so situated that anyone concealed in · it could overlook the whole
stretch of wall from end to end, and I made up
my mind that this was the place for me to get
into before the ghost made its appearance. Then
I went back to the hotel, took my supper and
-ehatted with the waiters and a few loungers about
the ghost.
•
I learned that it first appeared about three
weeks before my arrival.
A man named McTanish, an ignorant farmhand,
was the first person to encounter it.
He was coming to the town one night from the
grist-mill with a sack of meal on his back, and
paused for a moment in front of the old house tp
set the bag down on a· stump and rest his shoulder. He heard a noise behind him, and, turning
around, saw standing on the wall a figure he
afterward said was thirteen feet high at least.
He did not stop to observe the figure very carefully, though, but ran as hard as he knew how
down the road.
The next day a party of men saw the ghost,
and they also ran.
They- said the ghost made for them breathing
fire and brimstone, and acting in a peculiarly
weird and upholy manner.
After that the house was avoided at night, but
several strong parties of men, including the selectmen of the town, saw the ghost from a respectful distance.
It approached them in each case, and in each
case they took to their heels.
About dusk I stole down to the deserted house,
and it was dark when I got there.
I slid along the wall to the outhouse, crept cautiously in and shut the door again.
Hardly had I shut the door when I knew that
there was some other person in that outhouse.
I felt sure there was somebody. close to my elbow .
I was trembling like a leaf, but I managed to
pull a match from my po~ket and strike it. I held
it up. · It showed me a big white muffled figure
not two feet away. Then the match went out.
Was. I scared?
Well, now, I should say so!
There are some people who laugh at the idea of
a man's hair standing on end.
They say it is a physical impossibility, but l
know better.
I could feel my hair rise right up and lift ip.y
hat, and my flesh crept.
But I had no time to think.
Ijumpe~
•
I had to jump.
I shut my eyes and grabbed for the ghost.
I was so frightened I seemed to lose consciousness for a moment, but grabbed something and
held on.
·
When the first shock passed I felt the ghost
tugging and pulling to get away from me.
It seemed as badly frightened as I was, and its
hands were soft and warm.
·
"Don't hurt me," it said, in a terrified voice.
· I had no voice to reply with.
I was choking, but I pulled my captive out on
the lawn and looked at it in the moonlight.
The sheet that had ~en muffled about the figure fell to the ground-a pretty girl of fifteen
was disclosed.
I was in a cold perspiration and shaking as it
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recovering from a shock of electrjcity, but when
I saw that I had caught a real genuine flesh-andblood. girl, and no ghost, I began to feel better,
and presently was able to talk.
"Who are you?" I asked.
"Jennie Baylis."
"What! The daughter of Joe Baylis?"
"Yes sir."
·
"Wh~t are you doing this for?"
The girl began to cry.
She said she had not meant any harm.
She and her sister had played ghost just to
have some fun.
Her sister was usually with her, but did not
come this ' night, as she was too busy.
She had heard from her father that a detective was coming to catch the ghost, but thought
he was not due for a day or two, and resolved to
make one last appearance and then give up the
performanc e till things calmed dow~."Who are you?" she asked.
"I'm the detective," I said.
"What are you going to do with me?"
I said she was my prisoner, ~~d as such I must ·
deliver her up to the authorities , and after a
good deal 'of waiting she suggested that ! h3;d better give her up to her own father, the Justice.
__, I agreed to do that, and, picking up the sheet,
- 1 held her arm and took her with me to her
father's house, about a mile distant.
When we got to the farmhouse where Jennie
lived it was half-past nine o'clock.
Everybody was in bed, and the lights were all
out, but I boldly k:pocked at the door.
A window opened, and a man's voice said:
"Who's there?"
"The detective."
"You're rather late. Why did you not wa_it
till tomorrow? Better come around and see me m
the morning."
.
"I want to see you now. I have the ghost."
At this the window was closed with a bang, and
I heard hurried steps on the stair.
The door opened, and old Baylis stood in the
doorway.
He was draped in a very long, old-fashi_oned
....white gown, and wore a tall, steeple-sha ped mghtcap.
One hand held up a tin candlestick , and the
other shaded the light.
He looked at me in astonishme nt, and when he
saw his daughter and the sheet I thought he was
going into convulsions .
"You Jennie?" he aswed at length.
"Yes.' father," said Jennie, very humbly.
Old Baylis sighed and said, "Come in."
He sent for the neighbors immediatel y.
I don't know what was said at their meeting,
for I was not admitted to it, but old Baylis gave
me a letter to the captain and packed me off, on
the midnight train.
Next morning I reached the office early, and
found all the men present, waiting for the captain to detail them.
The men g;inned at me, and passed the tim~ of
day pleasantly enough.
They all knew where I had been, and anticipated a wonderful tale of disaster and defeat,
which they were ready to laugh at, although I was
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a favorite with them, having done many a piece
of extra work for every man there.
"I thought I sent you to Fort Washingto n,
Harry?" said the captain.
"Yes, sir."
"Made an ass of yourself, I suppose?"
"There's a letter, sir."
.
While the captain read the letter the men guyed
me plentifully.
"This is a very nice letter, Harry," said the
captain. "Bo_ys, the youngster captured the
ghost."
"Did he?" said the men. .
"Yes, sir, he did. The boy is a credit to us,"
and then the captain read the letter of the selectme'{l out loud.
At every sentence I grew a foot.
"Well, how did you do it?" several inquired.
I told the story, and you may be sure I did not
refrain from giving myself plenty of credit.
My tale was very highly colored.
When it was concluded, Long Jim Langdon
drawled out:
"Harry, tell the honest truth. Was you frightened when that match went out?"
"No, of course not!" said I.
But I was frightened two years later, when I
asked the ghost to marry me, and thought she
was going to say no. However, she didn't.
A NATURAL WONDER ·
A natural wonder of the Black Hills, S. D., in
the form of an ice cave, is to be developed and
made an attraction for tourists. The ice cave is
situated at Englewood and is one of the few
natural wonders of its kind in the world.
As a unique feature among the natural attractions of the Black Hills it ranks with Wing Cave
and with Crystal Cave, and in some respects is
even more wonderful than either of these. The
cave has developed peculiar features, which make
it a most mystifying proposition .
Some ten or eleven years ago, what now is the
ice cave, was run as a tunnel by the late Harvey
Sheffer, and had been pushed about ninety feet
into the hill when work was abandoned, as no
satisfactor y mineral showing was encountere d.
The fact that it had the PO'\'ler of producing ice
even ·during the hottest summer weather was not
discovered until later.
In the hottest months of the year ice forms in
the tunnel, sometimes to a depth of three feet, and
a remarkable feature is that during cold weather
the ice disappears. On the surface of the ground
above the face of the tunnel is a spot from which
the heaviest snow is melted in winter and green
grass is always found there, in all seasons of the
year.
The formation of the ice is believed to be due
to the presence of certain chemicals in the solutions which trickle through the rocks, which, coming in contact with currents of air, cause a lowering of temperatur e. Why the ice should disappear in winter is not so easily explained, unless
it is that the production of a low temperatur e,
under the circumstan ces, requires the presence of
warm air currents in conjunction with the chem.icals contained in the solutions.
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PHILADELPHIA COPS GET FAT ON BEATS
Philadelphia policemen, according to Dr. Mitchell Bernstein, specialist in internal diseases, are
too fat. Hot clogs, chocolate bars, pie and near
beer ma1e them so, he says.
Obtaining employment as a Philadelphia policeman, Dr. Bernstein said in an address before the
fifth annual convention of the National Association of Police Surgeons and Medical Directors,
.
seems to guarantee obesity.
As proof he submitted medical records from the
Department of Public Safety showing that many
new patrolmen, averaging 5 feet 6 inches in
height and 180 pounds in weight, weigh more than
TWO-HOUR BREAD
Our grandmothers used to let their bread rise · 200 pounds after being in the department a year.
overnight. Modern bakeries, however have speeded up the process, and now the invention of a new
mixing machine makes it possible to bake bread
GOVERNMENT EDICT ENDS EPIDEMIC
forty minutes after mixing the flour with water.
The swift rise and fall of a serious disease has
. The department of milling industry of the Kan- been graphically demonstrated recently with the
mathe
invented
College
sas State Agricultural
mysterious "Haff sickness" which for a while
chine, says Popular Science Monthly. It is said threatened to ruin part of Germany's fishing into break down the glutten in the dough, in fact dustry. How modern medical science can hunt
to do the same thing ordinarily done by fermenta- down obscure causes and apply the remedy is ex· ·
tion. The mixing takes only seven minutes, so cellently shown in this episode. Through a Govcounting the time for baking, it may now be pos- ernment edict, an epidemic was suddenly ended.
sible to make bread in less than two hours.
A little over two years ago fishermen in the
The texture of the finished bread is said to be stretch of shallow water along the southern end
as good as that in which the dough has been al- of the Baltic between Koenigsberg and Danzig,
lowed 'to rise for several hours.
known locally as "the Haff," began to de'velop a
very painful and in some cases fatal disease. Its
symptoms were extreme pain and a kind of paralWOOL FROM PINE
ysis of some of the leg muscles, together with
Chemically treated pine needles have worked · certain physiological disturbances. It always atout in Germany as a substitute for wool for cer- tacked its victims while they were out in their
tain purposes very successfully. By varying the boats, and generally in the early morning, while
process a woolly product is obtained that comes the mists still hung over the water. A few days
either in the shape of fine sheet wadding or in on shore usually resulted in complete recovery,
but a return to fishing might bring on .repetitions
soft fleeces that are used to stuff mattresses.
The .pine wool has fine, strong .fibres not unlike of the malady. In a short time the Haff fisheries
hemp, and finds its best• use when woven into were badly demoralized.
The theory that it might be an epidemic of a
heavy materials, such as carpets and horse blankets. The new process has a valuable asset in one germ disease quickly went by the board. The
of its by-products that result from the chemical "Haff sickness" had none of the earmarks of an
treatment necessary to remove the resin from the ordinary epidemic. Likewise the theory that it
needles. The sticky residue is shaped into resin- might be caused by the eating of spoiled fish or
ous briquettes,· which have a very high fuel use in eels had to be abandoned, because many of the
victims did not eat fish, and fish-eaters on shore
the manufacture of artificial illuminating gas.
never suffered from the disease.
The investigators finally came to the conclusion
that there must be something in the water that
HOW MANY WEIGHTS ARE NEEDED?
rose into the IQOrning mists and caused the disA metallurgist who was working out calcula- ease by poisoning the air. Research along this..
tions involving group combinations of metal line soon showed that they were right.
weighing from one-fifth of an ounce up to ~ight
The disease was really a kind of arsenic poisonounces, in one-fifth-ounce increases, found it an ing, caused by the discharge into the water , of
interesting problem to figure out how few weights, great quantities of factory wast.e s from cities on
used as weights and counterweights on both sides shore. These wastes contained arsenic compounds,
of the simple scales, would suffice . to effect the which were altered into g-aseous forms by small
necessary forty weighings
organisms living- in the water, and thus released y
He first weighed one-fifth ounce, then two-fifths into the air to plague the luckless fishermen. The
oupces, four-fifths ounce, one ounce, and so on up arsenic was present in the factory materials only
to eight ounces.
as an impurity, so that it was no hardship to the
The weighed metal itself is not employed as industries "vhen the Government ordered them to .
weights, so let us figure out the fewest possible change to the use of othe-r materials with a lower
p.umber of actual weights that can be manipulated Jtrsentage of arsenic. Within a few months the
&o carry out his weighings.
'Haff sickness" had virtually vanish~d.
COD LIVER OIL FOR HENS
Feed a hen cod liver oil, and what happens? The
hen lays bigger and -b etter eggs. Dr. Arthur A.
Holmes of Boston described at the recent meeting
of the American Ch~mical Society how he gave
Rhode Island Red pullets daily doses of cod liver
oil, rich in vitamin A. Although the hens laid
more and larger eggs as a result of this stimulation it did not hurt them physically. They showed
increased vitality, did not lose weight, and had
more resistance to disease.
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BRIEF BUT POINTED
DOG CHASING RAT FINDS LOST WATCH
While hunting for rats at the barn of T. B.
Goodson, "Speck," a dog, unearthed a 17-jewel
gold watch belonging to Henry Goodson, who had
lost the timepiece about a year ago.
Henry Goodson, who had borrowed T. B. Goodson's auto, dropped the watch and it fell through
a crack in the barn floor.
The dog, in digging close to the barn, scratched
the watch out of the rat hole.

facts about malaria that have been established as
a :r:esult !Jf attempts in insane hospitals in the
pmted Kmgdon: to cure paralysis of the insane by
mtercurrent action of malaria.
Artificially induced malarial fever is one of the
~ost . modern methods of treating paralysis and
msamty,. though the curative effect of fevers on
mental d1_sorders was known to such ancient })ealers as Hippocrates and Galen. While cures have
been affected in from 20 to 30 per cent of the cases
so. trea~e~ and intermediate results have been obtamed m o~hers, the medical world has become
• IF A HORSE COULD TALK
much mo~e mterested in the disease being used as
He would have many things to say when sunr- the curative agent.
mer comes.
It has be_en possil:>le. U? learn several things
He would tell his driver that he feels the heat ~bout malaria when 1t IS mduced artificially and
on a very warm day quite as much as if he could 1s ob~~rvable from start to finish under laboratory
cond1tio?s that were not clearly understood beread a thermometer.
He would say: "When the sun is hot and I am fore. Lieut. Col. P. James, of the Ministry of
working, let me breathe once in a while in the Health, states that surprisingly enough it is difshade of some house or tree; if you have to leave fi<:ult. to adjust conci~tions so that th; patients
me on the street, leave me in the shade if possible. will mfect the mosquitoes and the mosquitoes in
Anything upon my head, between my ears, to turn infect the patients.
keep off the sun is bad for me if the air cannot
Contrary to the belief tha:t malaria lurks in
~culate freely underneath it."
every stagnant pool, he thinks that in nature the
He would talk of slippery streets, and the sen- o~y mosquitoes that become transmitters of the
sations of falling on cruel city cobblestones-the disease are those that live under sheltered and
pressure of the load pushing hini to the fall, the peculiar cqnditions. 'The human dwelling " he
bruised knees and wrenched joints, and the feel says, "seemed to be the laboratory where m;laria
of the driver's lash.
inf-ec~ion ha_d its origin and was cultivated," and
He would tell of the luxury of a fly net when the 1*£~ habits of mosquitoes that liTe under such
at work and of a fly blanket when standing in fly con<;11tions should be carefully studied.
season. and of the boon to him of screens in the
_Smee. the blood of diffeTent patients varies
stable to keep out the insects that bite and sting. w1ddy m degree of the hospitality
whlch it affords 0 the ma~ial parasites after they have
been bitten by an infected mosquito, he suggests
100-YEAR-OLD WOMAN MAKES SEA TRIP that _futur~ bioche~ical research may show a
ALONE
chemical difference m the blood of patients of the
It is not considered remarkable when a yQung type~ ~~at react so differently. He suggests the
man or woman from some foreign country comes J>?S!nbihty of ~ blood. test that would enable physito America to build a home and establish himself cians to classify pat1ests in this respect.
or herself in new surroundings. It is rare when
In the course of observing malarial treatment
a centenarian leaves to begin over again in a of general paralytics in five British mental hos.At-range land.
P!tals, Dr. Warrington Yorke, professor of paraThis is the case with Rachel Dwojra Gabero- sitology of the University of Liverpool found the
witz, from Kovno, Lithuania, arriving recently on ca_ses of induced malaria were very e;sily cured
the White Star liner Baltic. When asked her w1~h. modera_te quan~i.ties of quinine. Doses of
age, she said :
qun:nne previous to infection will not prevent a
"A hundred, perhaps."
patient from contracting malaria, but small
Exercising a womans' perrogative, she grew amounts of the drug are more efficacious in killing
young a few years for the trip across and her age off the parasites in the blood stream than large
is on the manifest as ninety-four. She explained doses. :J?r: Yo!k~ advances the hypothesis that
she was under the impression that persons over w;hen qumme 1s 1_ntr~d~ced into the body it is
one hundred were not allowed to enter the coun- ~ded _and abetted m k11lmg off the malarial paratry. ,
sites m the blood by certain body cells.
·The woman was met at the pier by her two
Too much quinine in a single dose, he maintains
daughters, Mrs. Esther Garelitt, _of No. 735 South brings
about an exhaustion of those cells so that
Clinton street, Rochester, N. Y., and Mrs. I. t~~
m~l~rial orga_nis~ gets the jump on the paraRosin, of No. 178 Griffith stret, Jersey City. '
s1tic-killmg combination and the result is called· a
relapse. This would explain, he says, the severe
re.lapse s1;1ffered by war cases even during the adMAL.A RIA AS A CURE YIELDS NEW FACTS mm1stration of large quantities of quinine. He
Contrary to general popular opinion, frequent sugg:ests that overdosing with quinine is a very
doses of quinine when r.ou go to the seaside or ·· pos~1b]E' reason why these war cases and the
any place where mosquitoes congregate will not maJOJ'Ity of those met with in private practice are
ward off malaria. This is one of the interesting so difficult to cure.
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OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS
Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. They contain
Valuable Information on Almost
Every Subject.
No.

1.

NAPOLEON'S

ORACUY,Ulll

AND

DREA!\J

8OOK.-Contnining the great oracle of hnman dPstiny,
also the true meaning of almost nny kind of dream~
together with charms. ceremonies nnd curious games of
cards.
No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.-Th e J?r<>nt hook or
mai:ric and card tricks, containing fnll instructions on
nil IPndlnJ? card tricks of the day, also the most popnlar
maJ?ical Illusions as nPrformPd by our !Pai!lng magi.-inns: eve,·y boy shonld ohtatn a copy of tMR hook.
No. s. no,v TO FJ,TRT.-ThP art• nnd wiles of
flirtation nre fully explained hy this little hook. BPsldPs the vnrinus mPthod• of handkPrChlPf. fan. J?)ove,
parasol. window and hat fltrtaHon. It ('nntalns a full list
of the Jan1?11age an<l •PntirnPnt of flowprs .
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCmNTTST.-A userut
nnd Instructive book. 1tlvlng a complPte treatise on
chemi•try: nl•o exnerimnnts In ncoustics, IDP<'hnntcs,
mathemntfcs. chemistry. and rllrP<'ttons for making !!reworks. colnrl'i! flrPs. nnd gn• hal'oona.
No. 9. HOW TO TJ"F.COMl': /\ VF.NTRTT,OQTTT<IT.-"v
Harry KPnnPdy. Ji:vpry lntPlllJ?"'nt hoy J"Pnflln!\' tht's
book of Instructions can rnastPr tl1P art. and 1create any
amount of fnn foi- hlm•Plf and frieni!s.
No. lfl. JJOW TO BOX.-The Al't of APlf-i!efPnSP mnrle
l!nsy. ContainlnJ? nvpr thirty lllnstrntlons of J?llar<h,
hlows. nncl the rlll!'PrPnt noRltlonA of II J?00d hoxPr.
Everv bov shouli! ohtnin one of these usPful nnd tnstructlvP bnok• . as It will teach you how to box without an inJ:1trnrto1".
No. n. Ro,v TO WRTTt,: J,0Vl'--T,11lT'J'1','RR.-A rr.not

c-omnlPtP littlP hook, ('ontalninJ? full dfrrcttrills for wrtt!nir JovP-lettru. anfl wh 0 n to use them, giving specimen
letters for young and oJ<I.

Nn. 1!1. HOW TO no TT: on. B00l{ OF "F.TTQUF.TTE.-lt ls a great life RP<'r.,.t. 11nd """ that ev.,.r,-

young man i!eslres to know nil nhout. There's happl·
nP•• In it.
No. 1~- HOW TO RF.f'OMlt RTCH.-'l'hl• woni!Prfol
book presPnt• vou with thp e:rnmplP anl1 life PXpnlenPP
of somP or the mo•t notP/l "nd wPalthv mPn In th"
worli!. l"or tho•P whn aPnfr., to fnme nnd fortune, thll
bnn k ,v ill irivP vnn thP c:Pr,.Pt.
No. 16. HOW -ro KEEP A WINDOW OARDl!:N.-

Contninlnir full Instructions for constructing a w,tndow
i:rarclen C'lthe r In town ;>r country, and the most apprn,-ed methol1s for raising hea,.t•f11l flowerR nt home.
No. 17 . Ho,v TO DRRSS.-Contnlnlng fnll Instructi on In the art of clrPssinJ? ann 11ppenrln1? WPll nt homP.
ani! ahroad. irivlne thP sPIP~tfons of colors, material,
anrl bow to bavP thPm mAl1P nn.
No. 18.

HOW TO BECOME BrAUTTFUL.-One ot

No 20.

HOW TO BECOME AN TNVENTOR.-Every

the brightest and most valuable hc~le books ever given
to the world. Everybody wi~hes to know how to become he1\Utif11l. both mnle nnd female.

boy should )mow bow inventions originated. '£his book
explnins them all. glvln_g examples _In electricity, hyclrnulics. mni:tnPtlsm. ontics, pn<'umat,cs, mC'chanlcs, etc.
No so. Ho,v TO COOK .-One of the m ost Instructive
hooks on cooking en<r publlshed. It contains recipes
for cooking meats. flsh. game, and oysters: also ples1
puddings. cnkes and all kinds of pastry, and 'a grana
collection of recipes.
No. 87. HOW TO KEEP H(?TTSE.- t t contains ln!ormntion for everybody. boys. girls, men and women; It
wlll t each you how to make almost anything nround
the house. such as parlor ornaments, make almost any·
thing around thP houRe. such as parlor ornaments.
brackets. <'~ments, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for
eatchlng hlri!s.
No 88 HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOC'.fOR.A wonde rful book, containing useful and practical Inf ormation In the treatment of ordinary diseases nnd
ailments common to every family. Ahounrllng in useful
and el!'Pctlve recipes for gennal complaints.
No. 40.

now

TO MAKF, AND SET TRAPS.-Includ-

lng hints on lww to cntch moles, weasels, otter, rnts,
squirrels and birds. Also how to cure sklus. Copious!:,
llln stra ted.
No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END IIIEN'!I
,JOl<E BOOK.-Contnining a great variety of the latest
jokes used by the mos~ famons. end men . No amateur
minstrels ls complete without this wonderful little book.
For onle by nil newsdealers, or win be sent to an7
address on receipt of price, 10c. per cop:,,
ln money or stamps, by

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc.
166 West 23d Street
New York City

WILD WEST WEEKLY
- - LATEST ISSUES - -

1209 Young Wild West Baffling Death: or, Arietta and
the Chasm.
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1216 " Government Contract; or, Arietta and the Pony
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1218 " Twelvo Shots: or, Arletta and the Raiders.
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Lost on the Desert; or, The Luck a Sand Storm
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And the Rroken Gun: or, Arletta's Quick Wit
FiJ?hting the Cowboys: or, The Doom of the
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An<l "Tarantula Tom"; or, The Worst "Bad
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asiitJ~~roken Bow"; or. The Siege of the
Gath('ring Gold; or, Arietta's Wonderful Find
Showing His Skill; or, The Shoot-Up at "Show:
Do,vn."
,
Among the Apaches; or, Arietta and the Death
Pit.
and the Government Detective; or, Tracking a
Tricky Thief
CJNg,1/,~ On the Cliffs; or, Arietta's Desperate
and thP Ranch man's Boy; or, The Sheep IIerdcr 's R<>v('nge.
and the Rival Outfits; or, A.rietta's Fight On
the Cattle Range.
\Vith the Cavalry: or, The Fight at Bear Pass.
Fcirat:? a Fortune; or, Arietta and the Flooded
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and the Mexican Raiders; or, Exposing a
Cattle King.
and the Dynamite Fiends; or, Arietta and
the Avengers.
1251 " and the Tenderfoot's Legacy; or, Baffling the
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1253 " ancl the Phantom Canoe: or, Sol~ng a Strange
Mystery.
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